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PREFACE.

SOUTHEY'S Oriental Romances, Thalaba the

Destroyer and The Curse of Kekama, are,

I suppose, almost wholly unknown to the

younger generation of readers. It must be

confessed that they are not commended by
their metrical form

;
but they display great

power of imagination, and convey an admirable

moral. I have tried to tell these two stories

in prose.

I have added the Story of Rustem, greatly

condensed, from Firdausi's Shah-Nameh, or

Book of the Kings. I have availed myself of

M. Jules Mohl's translation from the Persian,

a popular edition of which, in seven octavo

volumes, was published under the care of

Madame Mohl in the years 1876-8. It was

necessary to take some liberties with the

story, for the chief of which I may plead the
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authority of Mr. Matthew Arnold, who, in his

beautiful poem of " Sohrab and Rustem,"

represents the father as believing that the

child born to him by his Tartar wife is a girl.

In Firdausi's poem he knows that he has a

son, but cannot believe that so young a child

can be his stalwart antagonist.

The illustrations are taken from Persian and

Indian MSS. in the British Museum.

HADLEY GREEN,

Sept. 21, 1886.



THE STORY OF THALABA.

CHAPTER I.

THE MEETING OF THE MAGICIANS.

MANY years ago there was in Arabia a great

Society of very powerful magicians. These by

diligent practice of their art had learnt such

spells that they could do almost what they

would, even to making the sun dark at noon-

day. There was no end to the wickedness

that they did, and the whole country groaned
from the tyranny which they exercised upon
it. These magicians had their chief meeting-

place in a great cave under the sea, which was

called the Domdaniel cavern
;
and here, when

this story begins, they were assembled to de-

liberate about a very grave matter. It had

been revealed to them by their art that a child

had been born in Arabia who should destroy
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them and their dwelling, unless indeed they
could first kill him. Further, they had learnt

that this child was the son of a certain Ho-

deirah, an Arab chief who lived in the desert.

Knowing this, the heads of the Society assem-

bled together, and drew lots who should go
to kill Hodeirah and his wife and children.

He had eight children, and as the magicians
did not know who among the eight should

be the Destroyer, it was needful that all

should be slain. One of the Society, whose

name was Okba, drew the lot, and went- imme-

diately to do his errand, and the others waited

till he should return
;
and as he could trans-

port himself by his art in a moment of time

whithersoever he would, they had no need to

wait long.

There were three that sat together in the

cavern
;
that is to say, three of greater note

than the rest, namely, Khawla, the witch, and

Lobaba, and Abdaldar. Before these three

burned ten flames, that sprang up from the

rocky floor of the cavern, and burned without

fuel. One flame was the life of Hodeirah, and

one the life of Zeinab his wife, and there was a



THE MEETING OF THE MAGICIANS. 3

flame for the life of each of his eight children.

"Burn, flames," cried Abdaldar, "burn while

the race of Hodeirah lives." As they looked

the flames began to grow dim and to waver.

"Curse on him!" cried Khawla the witch,

"curse on Okba's hasty hand ! The fool has

failed
; eight only are gone out."

So saying, she turned to inquire of the

Teraph, or oracle, which the magicians had set

up in their cave. This oracle was the head

of a child, fixed on a plate of gold, and on the

plate was written the name of an evil spirit.

Only the eyes had life, and the mouth could

speak.
" Tell me," she said,

"
is the fire gone

out that threatens the race of the magicians ?"

The head answered,
" The fire yet lives."

At that moment came Okba, bearing in his

hand a dagger dripping with blood. " See the

flames, Okba," said Khawla the witch. " See

how they burn
;
and you know that while they

burn, we are in danger. Did your heart fail

you ? Could you not see ? A curse on your
weakness."

"Khawla," said Okba, "you should have

known me better. Eight times I struck, and
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I struck home ;
there needed no second blow.

But when I would have struck the ninth time,

there came a cloud about me, and my eyes

could see nothing. I struck through the cloud

with my dagger, and the dagger was driven

back upon myself, and I heard a voice that

said,
'

Cease, son of Perdition. Thou canst

not change what is written in the book of

fate.'
"

Then Khawla turned again to the oracle.

"Tell me," she .said, "where our enemy is

hidden."

The dead lips answered,
"

I behold the sea,

and I behold the land, but the boy is neither

on the sea nor on the land."

Lobaba said,
"A power that is mightier than

we are protects him ;
but see ! one of the Fires

burns dim ! see, it quivers ! it goes out !"

As he spoke, the ninth fire went out
;
and

only the tenth was left, a pale blue flame that

seemed to tremble on the floor, as if the dark-

ness would have swallowed it up. But while

the magicians looked it grew and grew and

spread over all the space where the ten had

been. And from thence it extended itself
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over the whole cave, so that the eyes of the

Teraph, which before had shone so brightly,

were dim in comparison with it
;
and the faces

of the magicians were ghastly pale as they

looked at it.

Khawla was the first that regained her

courage. She called up the chief of the evil

spirits that were her servants, and said,
" Tell

me, Spirit, where lives the boy whose life is

in the fire that burns before us?"

The Spirit said,
"

I cannot see him either

on the sea or on the earth. Ask some believ-

ing spirit ;
I cannot answer thee."

"Bring Hodeirah," said Khawla; and, in a

moment, so mighty were her spells, the dead

man was laid at her feet, with the blood not

yet clotted on his wound, and in his hand the

sword which he had grasped in his death.

"Art thou in Paradise?" said Khawla, "or

art thou under the throne of Allah ? Wherever

thou art, thou shalt hear my voice and obey."

And she muttered spells so terrible and so

strong that Heaven itself trembled to hear

them. And as she muttered them, the eye-

balls began to roll and the lips to quiver. She
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rejoiced to see that her spells had such power,

and cried,
"
Hodeirah, tell me where is thy

son ?
"

Hodeirah groaned and shut his eyes.
"
Speak !

"
cried Khawla again.

" Answer me,

or thou shalt live for hundreds of years in

torture."

Hodeirah cried,
" God deliver me from this

agony."
"
Speak !

"
cried Khawla again, and

snatched a viper from the ground and lashed

him with it. But in that moment Allah heard

his prayer, and Khawla had nothing but a

corpse on which to wreak her rage. Then the

fire spread from its place, and wrapped the body
about with flames, and consumed both flesh

and bones. But the sword was left. Then

Khawla said,
" The boy must be slain

;
but

before he can be slain, he must be found. Let

us draw lots who shall go and seek for him."

So they took the arrows of chance, and held

them loosely in their hands with their points

towards the flame. In a little time the arrow

which Abdaldar held began to point to him.

So the task fell to the lot of Abdaldar. He
was to search through every tribe that dwelt
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in Arabia
;
not a solitary tent was he to leave

unvisited till the boy should be found.

But how should he know the boy ? The

way that he contrived was this. He had a

wonderful ring upon his finger, and in the ring

a stone that was more wonderful still. It was

made of dew that had been frozen in the very

beginning of the world, and had lain with

the whole weight of the Caucasus moun-

tains upon it till it had become as blue as the

sea. With this ring Abdalbar approached
the fire, and caused by his spells that a spark
of it should enter into the stone, for he knew

that when he should put his hand having this

ring on it upon the boy, the spark of fire would

go out of the stone. For, being a part of the

boy's life, it would join itself at once to that

to which it belonged. So Abdaldar set about

his search.



CHAPTER II.

ASWAD.

WHERE then was Thalaba that the Spirit could

not see him either on the land or on the sea ?

When Hodeirah and his children were slain by
Okba the Magician, Zeinab fled into the desert

with Thalaba, the one son that was left to her,

a lad of some twelve years of age. It was

night, and she wandered on, not knowing
where she was going or what she should do.

"
Mother," said Thalaba,

"
tell me who slew

my father?"
"

I know not," answered Zeinab,
"

I did not

think that he had an enemy."
"
Well, I will hunt him through the world.

Already I can bend my father's bow, and I

shall soon have strength to drive an arrow

into his heart."



ASWAD. 9

" All that is far in the future, my son
;
but

now we are in the desert."

And she looked round, but could not see

even a tree
; only the dark blue sky closing

them round on every side like a great dome.

She thought to herself,
" Why were we saved ?

we shall die here of hunger and thirst
;

"
and

she sat down and wept over the boy.

A moment after he cried out in wonder, and

Zeinab lifted up her head, and saw before her

a great palace in the midst of a wood. The
trees were such that the very cedars of Lebanon

could not match them, and the palace more

splendid than any that had ever been built in

Egypt or Babylon or Rome. The two went

into the wood, and walked on till, under the

shade of a mimosa tree, they saw a young man

lying on a couch. He had been asleep, but

woke at the sound of their steps, and looked

with wonder at the new-comers.
"
Forgive us," said Zeinab,

"
distress has

made me bold. Help us
;
God blesses them

that help the widow and the fatherless."
" Thank God," said the young man,

" that

I hear again a human voice. But tell me, who
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are you that you have found your way into

this place which no foot of man has trodden

for ages ?
"

"
Yesterday," said Zeinab,

"
I was a happy

wife and mother. To-day I am a widow, and

of my children this only is left."

" Heaven has surely guided you hither,"

cried the young man, "and lifted the veil

which has hidden this place for many ages
from the eyes of men. But hear my tale.

"This is the Paradise of Irem which King
Shedad built in his pride. In the days of my
youth this was a populous land and rich. The

tribe of Ad inhabited it, and there was none

whose sons were braver or daughters more fair.

My name then was Aswad what ages have

passed since I heard it ! I was of noble birth

and rich. My father had a hundred horses in

his stables
;
as for the number of his camels it

was not known. We were prosperous and

powerful, but alas ! we worshipped idols, and

we mocked the prophets of God when they

bade us turn from our evil ways and repent.
"
King Shedad conceived in his heart the

desire to make a garden in the wilderness more
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beautiful than the Garden of Eden, and to build

in the middle of the Garden a palace which

should surpass all the palaces upon earth. For

this palace gold mines were exhausted, and

precious stones, diamonds and rubies and

sapphires were gathered from all the world,

and ebony, that strange tree . which has

neither fruit nor leaves, but grows under the

earth, where it is discovered by its scent. In

the garden there were all the flowers that are

known in the world. The trees Shedad trans-

planted full grown, for he was not content to

wait. And in every walk of the garden there

were marble statues of chiefs and heroes.

Long since the statues have become mere

shapeless lumps of stone, but the trees and the

flowers remain, for the care of nature has per-

petuated them. When the palace and the

garden were finished, there came a great

drought upon the country of the children of Ad.

For three years there was no rain, till the wells

were dried up. We prayed for rain, but we

prayed to our idols
;
and it was all in vain.

There was neither rain nor dew. At last the

King sent a messenger, Kail by name, to the
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Red Hillock at Mecca, thinking that the gods
would hear our prayers more readily from there.

And all the while the Prophet Houd, who was

a messenger of the true God, continued to

warn us, crying,
'

Turn, ye men of Ad, from the

wrath to come
;

'

but we gave no heed to him.
" At this time it chanced that my father died,

and was buried. At his grave, after the custom

of the country, we tied a camel, and left it to

die, that when the resurrection came, he might
find it ready to mount. It was his favourite

beast, and it had carried me often when I was

a child, and one day as I passed by, it knew

me, and turned its eye upon me. Sunk it was

and dim, for the beast was nearly dead of

hunger. I could not bear to see it, and taking

my knife, I cut the rope, and let it go free,

thinking that there was no man near to see

what I did. But Houd the Prophet saw me,

and said,
' Blessed art thou, young man, for

this good deed. In the day of visitation, God
will remember thee.'

"
And, indeed, the day of visitation was at

hand. King Shedad had now finished building

his palace. So he sent out his commands that
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all his people, men and women, young and old,

masters and slaves alike, should come and see

his palace, and keep a great feast. On the day

appointed they all came. Their tents upon the

sands of the desert were as many as the waves

of the sea. And the King went up to the top

of the highest tower of the palace that he had

built, and showed himself. When the people
saw him they shouted,

' He is a God ! He is

a God !

'

" Then in the wantonness of his heart he

commanded that the Prophet Houd should be

brought. He led the man of God through
all the courts with their columns of many-
coloured marbles, and the rooms shining with

gold and jewels.
' Hastthou ever seen such a

sight as this ?' he said.
'

They say that Heaven

has made thee wiser than other men. Canst

thou then tell the value of these things ?
' Houd

the Prophet answered,
' O Shedad, only in the

hour of death can a man value such things.'
" But the pride of the King was not one

whit abated. ' Hast thou fault to find with

the building ?
'

" The Prophet said,
' The walls are weak, for
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Azrael, the Angel of Death can enter in. The

building is ill-secured, for the Icy Wind, which

nothing that lives can endure, can pierce it.'

" The King's face fell, and his lips were pale

with anger.
" Then he led the Prophet to the top of

the tower, and pointed to the multitude
;
and

when they shouted again,
' He is a God ! He

is a God !

'

he asked,
'

Say, Prophet, do they

not speak the truth ?
'

"The Prophet said not a word, but when he

looked at that great multitude he wept. As he

looked there went up a great cry of joy.
' The

messenger, is come ! Kail has returned from

Mecca, and he brings back the boon which he

sought' Then we went out, and looked up to

the sky, and there was a deep black cloud over

our heads. All the people looked up and blest

the coming rain. Meanwhile the messenger
told his tale to the King.

" '

I went to Mecca, and knelt at the Red

Hillock, and prayed to God for rain. And
when I had finished my prayer, I saw three

clouds in the sky. One was white like the

clouds that hang over the sky at noon
;
and one
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was red, like the clouds that have caught the

last rays of the sun in the evening, and the

third was black and heavy with its load-of rain.

As I looked, there came a voice from Heaven,
'

Choose, Kail, one of these three.' So I chose

the black cloud that was heavy with rain.

" ' You chose right,' said the King. And
all the people shouted '

Right !

'

But the

Prophet stood up and cried,
' Woe to the

children of Ad, for death is gone up into her

palaces ! Then he turned to the multitude

and said,
'

Fly from the wrath to come, ye
who would save your souls alive, for strong is

the hand that holds the bow, and His arrows

err not from their mark !

'

" Then a few faithful souls came out from

the throng and followed him. But the rest

answered him with laughter or with curses.

And when he was about to depart with the

faithful few, he looked back and his eye fell on

me. He called me by my name,
' Aswad !

'

I

heard him and trembled. Again he said,
' Aswad !

'

and I had almost followed
;
but I

was afraid of the laughter of my friends, and I

stayed, and the opportunity was lost.
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" When the Prophet had departed the cloud

grew blacker and blacker. At length it

opened, but there was no rain there, only the

Icy Wind of Death. Thousands and tens of

thousands fell all around me, till the King and

all his people had perished; and I was left

alone. Then there came a voice,
'

Aswad, in the

day of visitation God hath remembered thee !

'

"
I tried to go forth from the scene of death.

The way was open and I could see no barrier,

but there was a chain round the place that I

could not pass. Twice I attempted to pass.

The third time the Voice said,
'

Aswad, be

content, and bless the Lord. Repent of thy

misdeeds, and when thy soul is prepared,

breathe thy wish to die, and Azrael shall

come.'
" And here I have lived since that day, I

know not for how many ages. I have heard

no sound but of the fountain as it rises and

falls, and of the tree as it whispers in the wind.

My clothing has not grown old, and my sandal

is not worn upon my foot. But sinner that I

am, I dare not ask to die."

This was the tale that Aswad told. Zeinab
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said, "You are blessed, Aswad. The Lord

who has saved you from destruction will call

you when He sees fit. But oh, that when I

wished to die Azrael might come for me !

This very hour would I go to Hodeirah and

my children !

"

As she spoke there was heard the rushing of

wings, and Azrael stood beside the three. His

face was dark and solemn, and indeed he never

smiles, but it was not stern. "Zeinab," he

said,
"
thy prayer is heard. Aswad, thy hour

is come." When they heard him speak, they

fell upon the ground and blessed the voice.

" Me too ! me too !

"
cried Thalaba,

" O angel

of Death, take me too !

"

" Son of Hodeirah," said the angel, "it is

not thine hour. Thou art chosen to do the

will of Heaven, to avenge thy father's death,

and to do the mightiest work that ever was

done by man. Live and remember this :

'

Destiny hath marked thee from mankind.'
"

In a moment he was gone. And when

Thalaba looked round him, the palace and the

gardens had vanished away, and he was alone

in the desert.
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HOW ABDALDAR THE MAGICIAN SOUGHT FOR

THALABA.

ABDALDAR travelled over all Arabia, searching

for Thalaba. From tribe to tribe, from town

to town, even from tent to tent he passed.

When he rose in the morning the wish to find

the lad was the first that came into his mind,

and when he lay down to sleep it was the last

thing that he thought. Even in his dreams it

was with him : many times did he come upon
some lad whose look and bearing seemed to be

such as the fated youth should have
;
but when

he had warily applied the ring to him, the fire

in the ring still burned, and he knew that he

had not finished his search.

At last, when the year was nearly ended, he

came to a solitary tent, the cords of which were

stretched in a grove of palms. The grove
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stood in the middle of the desert, like an island?

in the middle of the sea. There he saw a girl

standing under a palm, holding out her apron
and looking up to a boy who had climbed into

the tree, and was clinging with one arm to the

trunk, while with the other he pulled and

threw down clusters of dates. Abdaldar

approached the tree. He leant upon his staff,

and sweat stood upon his forehead. He
looked like a venerable old man, somewhat

wearied with his day's journey.
" Will it please you to give me some food ?

"

he said.

The girl offered him dates from her lap, and

the boy ran to the tent and fetched him a

draught of water. Meanwhile the master of

the tent, Moath by name, came out and saluted

the stranger, and bade them spread a meal

for the traveller. They spread it under a

Tamarind tree, rice as white as snow, and

dates, and figs, and water from the well. The

girl also brought water in which she had

steeped the acid fruit of the Tamarind. No
one who had drunk of this would wish for wine,

so refreshing is it. She blushed for joy when
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the stranger praised it and drank again.

Meanwhile the boy had fetched a melon. He
had made a hole in the rind days before, and

had closed the wound with wax
;
and now all

the pulp had been changed into a most delicious

liquid. This he offered to the guest.

Abdaldar ate and was satisfied. And as he

ate he talked of his travels, for he had seen

many countries in his life. Moath sat pleased

to listen to him
;
and the girl listened as she

took away the dishes, standing with her hands

full to hear what he might next say. But none

listened so eagerly as Thalaba
;
and to Thalaba

the traveller with seeming kindness chiefly

addressed his talk. With round eyes and open
mouth the boy sat, and, that he might not lose

a word of such delightful talk, came close to

the old man. Arui he, as if in familiar mood,
laid his hand on Thalaba's arm, and in a

moment the fire out of the ring had fled.

Abdaldar grew pale with joy, for his search

was ended. But at the very moment Moath

said,
"

It is the hour of prayer. Let us first

make our ablutions, and afterwards praise the

Lord."
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The boy fetched water from the well
;
and

they made their ablutions according to the law,

and bent their heads to the earth in prayer.

Abdaldar did not bend his head, but stood

over Thalaba with his dagger in his hand.

But before the arm which he had lifted to strike

had the power to descend, the Simoom, the

deadly wind of the desert, blew. Moath and

Thalaba and the girl, Oneiza, did not feel it,

for they were prostrate in prayer ;
but it smote

Abdaldar
;
and when they rose, they saw the

traveller lying dead with the dagger in his hand.

When they were about to bury the Magician,
Thalaba spied a ring upon his finger and said,

"See, Oneiza, the dead man has a ring !

Should it be buried with him ?
"

"
Surely," she answered,

" he was a wicked

man, and all that he had was wicked."
" But see how it catches the sunlight and

throws it back again. It is a marvellous stone."
" Why do you take it, Thalaba ? Why do

you look at it so close ? It may have a charm

to blind or poison you. Throw it in the grave.

I would not touch it."

" And round its rim are large letters."



THE STORY OF THALABA.

"
Bury it, bury it."

"
It is not written as the Koran is written.

Perhaps it is in some other tongue. The
accursed man said he had been a traveller."

Meanwhile Moath came out of the tent, and

asked,
"
Thalaba, what have you there ?"

" A ring the dead man wore. Perhaps,

father, you can read its meaning."
"
No, boy ;

the letters are not such as ours.

Heap the sand over it
;
a wicked man wears

nothing holy."
"
Nay, do not bury it. Perhaps some

traveller may come to our tent who can read it.

Or we may find a learned man in some city

who can interpret it."

"
It were better hid under the sands of the

desert. It is likely that this wretched man
whom God smote in the very moment of his

crime was a Magician, and that these lines are

of the language which the demons use. There

is, I have heard, a great company of magicians

that have their place of meeting in the Dom-

daniel caverns under the sea."

" And was he who would have killed me one

of these?"
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" That I do not know. It may be that your
name is written in the book of fate as their

Destroyer, and that God saved your life that

you might do this work."
" Think you that the ring has some strange

power ?
"

"
Every gem, wise men say, has a power of

its own. Some grow pale or dark and warn

the wearer against poison. Some blunt the

edge of the sword. Some discover hidden

treasures
;
and others, again, give us power to

see spirits."
"
Father, I will wear this ring."

"
Think, Thalaba, what you are doing."

" In the name of God ! if its power be for

good, well
;

if for evil, then God and my faith

in Him shall hallow it."

So he put on the ring of gold with the

strange letters written on it. After this they
laid the body of Abdaldar in the grave, and

levelled the dust of the desert over him.

The next day, at sunrise, when Thalaba went

to make his ablutions, he found the grave

open and the body bare. It was not the wind

that had swept away the sand, for the dew lay
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undried upon the dust about it. Indeed the

night had been so calm and still that not

a ripe date had been shaken down, from the

palms.

When Moath heard the story he said,
"

I

have heard that there are places made so holy

by holy men having dwelt in them, that if a

dead body should be laid in them they cast him

out. It may be that this is such a place. Or

can it be that this man is so foul with sorcery

and wickedness that heaven and earth alike

reject him ? We had best forsake the station.

Let us strike our tent. And see there the

vulture ! It has already scented its prey.

And, indeed, that is the best sepulchre for

this accursed one."

Then they purified themselves from the pol-

lution of death. Thalaba drew up the cords

of the tent, and Moath furled it, and Oneiza

led the camels out of the grove of palms to

receive their load. The dew was dried from

the ground when they left the Island of palms ;

when they halted at noon they could see them

in the distance, as we see the sails of a fleet

far off at sea. At sunset the Island had
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passed out of their sight. Then they pitched

their tent and lay down to sleep.

At midnight Thalaba felt that the ring

moved upon his finger. The magicians of

the cave knew by their art that he had pos-

sessed himself of it, and sent an evil spirit to

steal it from him. He called on the name of

God, and Moath heard him. " What ails you,

Thalaba ?
"
he cried.

" Are there robbers in

the tent?"
" See you not a spirit in the tent ?

"

"
I see moonlight shining, and I see you

standing in it, and I see your shadow, but I

see no more."

The lad said no more to Moath, but spoke
to the spirit, "Spirit, what brings thee hither?

In the name of God, I charge thee to tell me."
"

I came for the ring."

"Who was he that slew my father ?
"

"
Okba, the magician, slew him."

"Where does the murderer dwell ?"

" In the Domdaniel cavern under the sea."

" Why was my father slain and his children

with him ?"

" Because we know that the Destroyer was

to come of the race of Hodeirah."
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"
Bring me my father's sword."

" A fire surrounds it. Neither Spirit nor

Magician can pierce that fire."

"
Bring me his bow and arrows."

Moath and Oneiza, who stood watching from

the inner tent, heard Thalaba speak ;
but they

could not hear the Spirit, for the sound of his

voice was too fine for their ears. And now, as

they listened, there was a rattle of arrows, and

they saw a full quiver laid at the lad's feet, and

a bow in his hand. He looked at the bow with

joy, and twanged the string. Then he spoke

again to the Spirit,
" In the name of God, I

command thee and all thy fellows never to

trouble this tent again."

And from that hour no evil spirit came

again to the tent.



CHAPTER IV.

HOW THALABA WENT ON HIS ERRAND.

AND now Thalaba lived in peace in Moath's

tent four years or so, till he was grown to a

man's strength and stature. He could bend

his father's bow, nor use his whole strength

to do it. He was tall and shapely. Indeed

there was not a handsomer or stronger youth
in the whole of Arabia. Moath loved him as

a son. He had found him years before alone

in the wilderness, weeping for his mother, and

pitied him. But when he heard his wonderful

tale, and saw how his heart was set on a great

task that he had to do, his pity was changed
into reverence, and he kept the boy with such

care as he would have kept a trust from God.

Moath loved Thalaba as father loves his son,

and Oneiza loved him as a sister loves her

brother, and Thalaba loved them both dearly
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in return. The master of the tent was neither

rich nor poor. God had given him enough
and a contented mind. Camels he had which

Thalaba tended
;

and goats which Oneiza

milked. The clothes that they wore were

spun by the maid's nimble fingers. So they

lived happily, wanting nothing from without.

Nevertheless, in his inmost heart Thalaba

was not content, but thought of the work to

which he was called, and was impatient to set

about it. He would often dream that the time

was come, would dream that he had lifted his

hand to strike his father's murderer, and that

he had his hand upon the sword that was

circled with fire.

One day, he and Oneiza were amusing them-

selves with Hodeirah's bow, for now the girl

had strength enough to bend it, and could send

an arrow straight up into the air, so far that

the eye could scarcely follow its flight. As he

looked he said,
" When will the hour come for

me to use these arrows in avenging my father ?

Am I not strong enough ? or can the will of

Heaven be changed, and I am not to be

called?"
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"
Impatient boy," said Moath, smiling.

"
Impatient Thalaba !

"
said Oneiza, smiling

also, but somewhat sadly.

Just at that moment there passed over their

heads a cloud of locusts, winging their way
eastward from Syria.

"
See," said Moath,

" see how all things obey
their doom ! They have done their appointed

work, eating up the fields of men for their sins,

and now they go to their graves. See how the

birds follow them, and soar above them, and

thin them as they fly, rejoicing in their banquet.

Do you think, as some would tell you, that

these birds, which we welcome as the destroyers

of the locusts, are brought hither by the charms

of the priests ? Not so God sends the locusts

to punish man, and He sends also the birds to

rid us of them when the time is come."

Meanwhile Oneiza was looking up to where

one of the birds was flying above her head.

As she looked, he dropped a locust from his

talons, and it fell upon her robe. Beautiful was

the creature, with its grass-green body and

double sets of wings, and its jet-black eyes, and

glossy glistening breast-plate,
as it seemed,
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As she looked, she seemed to see mysterious

lines upon his forehead. "
Look, father ! do you

know what is here written ?
"

she cried
;
and to

Thalaba,
" Look ! it may be that these lines

are written in the language of the ring."

Thalaba bent down and looked. In a mo-

ment his cheeks grew red, and he started back,

for these lines could be plainly read,
" When

the Sun shall be darkened at noon, depart,

Son of Hodeirah."

Moath and Oneiza were troubled,but Thalaba

rejoiced. Every day at noon he watched the

sky. Meanwhile he made new plumes for his

arrows, and sharpened their points.

"Are you weary, then, of the tent?" said

Moath.
" Not so," said Thalaba,

" but I would go and

do my work, and return never to leave you

any more."

As Thalaba spoke, Oneiza looked again at

the sun, and saw, or thought she saw, a speck

upon it. It was so small that none who were

watching the sun that day had yet perceived it
;

but Oneiza's eyes were sharpened by love.

Certainly it was there ;
and it grew and grew,
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and Thalaba put the full quiver on his shoulder,

and took the bow in his hand, and prepared to

depart. And now half the Sun is covered,

and now, again, the day grows dark, and the

birds go to roost, and the owl, the bird of night,

comes forth, and the eyes of the Hyaena are

seen to glare.
"
Farewell, my father ! farewell, Oneiza !

"

said Thalaba.
" Will you not wait for a sign to show the

way ?" said Moath.
" God will conduct me," said Thalaba, and

went out into the darkness, and they heard his

steps as he went, and the quiver rattling on

his shoulders.

He had not gone far when he saw a dim

shape in the darkness. As he looked it grew

brighter, and he recognized the form and face

of his mother. "
Go," she said, "to Babylon,

and ask the Angels for the talisman."

The spirit came towards him as it spake, as

though to give him a mother's kiss, and Tha-

laba ran forward. But all that he felt was the

wind playing on his cheek, and all that he saw

was the darkness. "Mother, mother!" he

cried,
"

let me see you again."
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" You shall see-me," she said,
l

; in the hour

of death."

Then the day dawned again, and the dark-

ness dispersed. Thalaba went on full of hope,

and of the expectation of great deeds, and of

how he should come back some day to Moath's

tent, and of all his thoughts Oneizawas apart.

At sunset he came to a well, over which hung
an Acacia tree. Then he made his ablutions,

and said his prayers, and then brought out his

provision of food. As he ate, came a traveller

on a camel, who greeted him courteously, and

sat down beside him by the well, and kept him

company over his meal. The stranger was an

old man, but vigorous, and one who scarcely

seemed to need the staff which he carried.

His eyes were quick and piercing, and his

beard long and curly. He was courteous in

manner, and his talk ready and full of knowl-

edge. A traveller could scarcely have a more

pleasant companion on his way.
As they talked, Thalaba asked,

" Whither

are you bent ?"
"

I go to Bagdad," said the old man.

Thalaba's eyes kindled with joy to hear the

word.
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" And I too." he said.
"
May I be your

companion ?"
"
Willingly,

"
said the other.

Then they talked further together.

"You are young to travel."

"I have never yet come beyond the desert."
" We are bound for a noble city ; you will

see splendid palaces and mosques and rich

bazaars, to which merchants bring all the

wealth of the world."
"
Is it not Bagdad near the site of ancient

Babylon?"
" Even so, a long day's journey."
" And the ruins?"
" There is a mighty mass of them

; enough
to tell us how great were our fathers in com-

parison of us."

" Do not the angels Haruth and Maruth

atone for their sin at Babylon ?"
" There is a tale that they do. But Igno-

rance believes many falsehoods for truth.

What have you heard of these same angels ?
"

"
This. Once on a time the angels, talking

in heaven, expressed their wonder at the

obstinacy of man, that though signs and



34 THE STORY OF THALABA.

tokens were given to him, and prophets sent to

exhort him, nevertheless he would not repent.

So stubborn a creature, they said, should have

mercy refused to him for ever. God heard

their unforgiving pride, and commanded two

of those spirits that had not fallen, because

they had not been tempted, to descend to the

earth, and judge men's causes. For a time

they judged righteously, but when an exceed-

ingly beautiful woman came before them, they
were tempted. 'Tell me/ said the woman
the ' name of God.' So they told her

;
and in

a moment, by the power of that name, she was

lifted up to heaven, and accused them before

the judgment seat of God. They were called,

but had no defence
; only they entreated that

the punishment of their sin might not endure

for ever, but might at the last restore them

purified to their place in heaven. This is the

tale that I have heard."
" And you have heard also, doubtless, that

the place of their punishment is at Babylon,
and that there magicians seek them, and force

from their unwilling lips the secrets of sor-

cery."
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"
Is not this true ?"

" Have you never seen some familiar shape
distorted in the twilight to something un-

couth and strange."

"Often."

"Just so common things viewed through
the mist of error terrify men's minds."

" But is it written in the Book that Haruth

and Maruth were thus condemned?"
" God often teaches us by fables."

" But is not the place of their punishment
at Babylon ?

"

"
Yes, at Babylon they are to be found.

But enough for the present. Night is at hand.

I am an old man, and my eyes are heavy.

We shall have time enough to talk to-morrow.

Peace be with you, my son."



CHAPTER V.

HOW THALABA FARED ON HIS JOURNEY.

THE old traveller wrapped his cloak round him,

and lay down to sleep. Thalaba also laid

himself down. For a while he watched the

moon shining through the leaves of the acacia
;

then fell asleep. As for his companion, he

only seemed to sleep, for indeed he was the

Magician Lobaba, who had come from the

Domdaniel caverns to slay, if it might be

possible, the Destroyer. When he knew from

the youth's long and regular breathing that he

slept, he rose stealthily from his place, and

bending over him looked closely at him.

Deeply in his heart he cursed Abdaldar's

ring that kept him safe. It was to be seen on

Thalaba's finger as he lay with his head on his

arm, and the light of the moon was reflected

from the gem. Lobaba put out his hand,
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trying to take it, but could not
;
he called the

fiends that served him, and bade them rob the

sleeping youth. But they were powerless, one

and all. And at last the Sorcerer, baffled and

full of rage, lay down again. Force could not

help him, but he might prevail by temptation.

The morning sunshine fell upon Thalaba's

eyes, and woke him. He rose, and folded his

mantle round him, and after ablutions duly

made and prayers duly said, girded his loins

for the day's journey. So did the Magician

also, insulting God with the vain show of

worship. Then they filled their water-skins at

the spring, and gave the camel a full draught,

and went on their way.
"

Is it true," said Thalaba,
" that magicians

go to learn the secrets of their wicked art from

the angels at BabylorwL"
"
It is true and it is false."

"What do you mean ?"

"All things have a double use. The fire

that warms us on the hearth may burn the

house
;
the sun ripens the harvest and darts

fever into our veins
;
and the iron that the

hunter uses may arm the hand of a murderer."
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"What then?"
"
Nothing is good or evil in itself, but only

in its use. All men hold the physician in

honour, but there are some who use their skill

to poison the cup which a friend drinks
;
but is

his knowledge therefore evil ?
"

"
It were folly to think so."

" O what a noble creature were man, if he

knew his own powers and gave them room to

grow and spread ! The Horse obeys his will
;

the Camel carries him across the deserts
;
the

Pigeon bears his messages. He is content

with these conquests, when he might have

myriads of Spirits obey him."

"But how? only surely by making that

covenant with Hell which binds the soul to

death."
" Was Solomon then accursed of God? Did

not the birds make a canopy over him with

their wings when he bade them ? Did not theo
Genii build the Temple for him ?

"

" God gave him his wisdom as a special

reward for his goodness."
"
Aye, and God will always give wisdom as

the reward of study. 'Tis a well of which all
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might drink
;
but few dig deep enough. What-

ever powers God has made it possible for man

to reach, it is lawful for him to attain, if he can.

The knowledge that it does not befit him to

have, has been placed beyond his reach. Those

who go to Babylon and learn mysterious

wisdom from the angels do no wrong."
" Do you know any of their secrets ?

"

" Alas ! my son, I know but enough to see

how great is my ignorance. My age has been

given to study, but I can only regret in vain

the careless indolence of my youth. Yet

something I know of the properties of herbs,

and have often brought comfort to the afflicted

by my art, blessed by Him without whose

blessing nothing avails. Also of gems I know

something."
" Can you interpret what is written round

this ring?"
" My sight is weak, let me see it closer."

The unsuspecting Thalaba was about to

draw the ring from his finger, when a wasp
settled on the joint above the ring, and stung
it. The flesh rose hot and purple round the

ring ;
and the Magician, baffled again, knew
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the hand of Heaven, and blasphemed in his

heart. Then he devised another scheme. At

noon there rose a mist. For a time the Sun

guided them on their way, and it was pleasant

to travel without the heat. But this guidance
soon failed them. An impenetrable mass of

cloud hung over the wilderness.
" Do you know the track?" said Thalaba,

" or shall we wait tiH the wind, scatters this

fog ?
"

" Let us hold on," said the Magician.
"

If

we go astray, the Sun will set us right to-

morrow."

So they went deeper and deeper into the

wilderness. That night they lay down to sleep

in the darkness, and the next morning when

Thalaba awoke he did not know which way
to turn for his prayers.

" Shall we go on," said Lobaba,
" or shall

we wait? If we go, we may lose ourselves yet

worse
;

if we wait, food and drink may fail us."

" Let us go," answered Thalaba
;

" we may
find, it may be, some tent or grove of palms.

To wait were to wait for death."

And willingly the Magician led the youth
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still deeper into the desert. The mist hung
over it still

;
it was there at night when they

lay down to sleep ;
it was there as thick as ever

when they awoke in the morning. And now

the water-skin was light, though they used its

precious contents with prudence. During the

third night, as Thalaba lay in a broken sleep,

he heard in his dreams the sound of rushing

winds
;
but when he awoke, there was still the.

same deadly calm. So another day passed,

and now the water-skin was empty.
Then the travellers heard a hopeful sound,

the sound of the wind. In a few minutes the

mist was scattered, and they saw again the

face of heaven. But what a scene it was on

which they opened their eyes ! No well was

near, no palm grove, no tent. The skin lay

flat on the camel, and the poor beast could

scarcely drag his weary feet across the sand.

At the height of their despair there burst

upon their eyes a beautiful sight, a green
meadow spangled with flowers. Surely a

stream must flow through it. The Camel saw

it, and hurried on with fresh spirit. But when

they reached the place, they found that the
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flowers were nothing better than the bitter

herbs of gentian and senna. Lobaba said,
"
Son, we must slay the camel, or we shall

perish. Your young hand is strong and firm
;

draw forth your knife and pierce him."

No one who saw the old man with suffering

face, dry lips, and feverish eyes, would have

dreamt that in truth he felt no pain or distress,

such was the strength of his magic. Thalaba

paused for a moment
;
but when he saw his

companion's distress, and saw the poor beast

lie at his feet worn out with want, he did not

hesitate any more, but taking the knife from

his girdle drew it across the camel's throat.

" Little will your death profit us," he thought,

as he poured into their water-skin the scanty

portion that was hoarded in the camel's

stomach. For a day it lasted them. Then it

was exhausted, and still there was no cloud

nor hope of rain.

Lobaba said,
" Let me look at the Ring."

So he took the youth's hand and viewed the

writing close. "Joy !

"
he cried,

" whosoever

bears this stone may command the Genii.

Call them, my son
;
bid them save us."
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"
No," said Thalaba,

" shall I distrust my
God? If He will not save us, the Genii can-

not help."

Whilst he was speaking, Lobaba's eyes were

fixed on the distance with such terror in them

that Thalaba looked to see what it might mean.

He saw columns of sand burning red with the

sun upon them, rushing before the wind and

coming towards them. As they looked the

foremost of them burst, scattering the burning
sand about it.

" Save us !

"
cried the Magician,

" save us

by the Ring !

"

Thalaba made no answer, but gazed won-

dering and awestruck on the sight.

"Why do you wait?" cried the old man.
"
If God will not save, call on the Powers that

will."

" Ah !

"
said Thalaba,

" now I know you,

accursed sorcerer
; you have led me hither,

hoping that for fear of death I should sell my
soul to sin."

" Fool ! call on him whose name is written

on the Ring or die !"

" Die thou." And as he spoke he put an
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arrow on the bowstring, and drew the bow to

the full, and let fly. The arrow sped true to

its aim, smiting the Sorcerer full upon the

breast, but the astonished Thalaba saw the

point recoil blunted.

Lobaba smiled bitterly.
"
Try again your

earthly arms. The Power I serve does not

desert his votaries as He does whom you

worship."

As he spoke, he called by his magic art a

chariot of the air, that moved of its own power.

On this he climbed, and cried to Thalaba :

" Come hither
; you have been my fellow-

traveller, and I am yet willing to save you.

Mount this chariot and you are safe."

Thalaba did not deign to answer him. But

as he looked, another of the great columns of

sand came eddying across the desert. It struck

Lobaba as he sat in his chariot, and laid him

a corpse upon the ground ;
but over Thalaba,

who had thrown himself with his face to the

earth, it passed harmless.



CHAPTER VI.

WHAT THALABA SAW AT BABYLON.

THALABA rose from the earth, and bent his head

in prayer. When he lifted it up, the sky was

overcast with clouds, which before long came

down in rain. He bared his head, arid stretched

his hands to the shower, and felt refreshed. As

he did this he heard a loud, quick panting, and

looking up saw a tiger run by, its head hanging

low, its dry tongue lolling out of its mouth.

Thalaba knew that the beast was searching

for water, and following it at a distance saw it

stoop down and drink. A pelican had built its

nest in the wilderness, and had carried thither

a stock of water for its young, which were

swimming and dipping their heads in the bath.

When the tiger approached, they crowded

nestling under their mother's wings ;
the beast

drank, but did not harm them. Of the tiger the
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mother bird had no fear, for it was a familiar

guest. But when the man came near she men-

aced him with her wings and outstretched

neck, emboldened by a mother's terrors.

Thalaba drank and filled his water-skin, yet

left enough for life to the pelican and her

young. Then as he departed he blessed the

carrier-bird, the dweller in the desert, and Him,
the Common Father, who provides for all His

creatures, and so went with new strength and

confidence on his way.

After many a day's toil he came to Bagdad.
There indeed, for all its pomp and wealth,

though the merchants of East and West met

in her bazaars, and long troops of laden camels

lined her streets, and Tigris bore fleets of ves-

sels on his stream, Thalaba did not linger for a

day. He loathed everything that should delay

the hour, when returning from his search, he

should hang Hodeirah's sword on the pillar

of Moath's tent. Before the sun had risen he

passed out of the gates, and the last light of the

sun was in the horizon when he came to the

ruins of Babylon. It was a desolate place ; the

scorpion basked in the palace courts, and the
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she-wolf hid her litter in the temples. The
Arab never pitched his tent within the walls,

and the shepherd drove his flocks far from

them. And Thalaba went cautiously, feeling

the ground before him with his bow, till he

came to a place where he could proceed no

longer, the ruins closing him in on every side.

He leant against a broken column, thinking

what he should next do. Soon he heard steps

approaching, and turning saw in the moonlight
a man in full armour approaching.

" Who are you," said the stranger,
" that at

such an hour you wander in such a place as

this ? A traveller that has lost his way ? or a

robber hiding his plunder, or a magician with

spells to make these ruins disclose the treasures

that some say are buried among them ?"

"
I am neither traveller, nor robber, nor

magician," said Thalaba;
"

I seek the angels,

Haruth and Maruth
;
but tell me, stranger,

why are you here ?
"

The soldier, himself haughty and fearless,

was not ill-pleased with the lad's spirit.
" Do

you know," he said,
" the cause of their punish-

ment ?
"
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"
I have been seeking for it in vain."

" Have you courage to tread a dangerous

path?"
"Lead on!"
"
Young Arab, if your heart beats evenly in

danger ;
if you do not fear what makes other

men tremble
;

if you can look undismayed at

what even the soldier well tried in battle might
well shrink from, then follow 'me, for I am
bound for the cave."

" Lead on," said Thalaba again, and Mohareb

(for that was the stranger's name) led the

way.

There was a strange sound about the two as

they went. It was not the wind, for Thalaba's

long locks lay unmoved upon his shoulders.

It was not the roar of the river as it rushed

down some waterfall, for Euphrates flowed

quietly over the plain. It came from the black

boiling springs that rose in the great bitumen

lake. Along the lake's side the two travellers

walked, till they came to a cave out of the

mouth of which the black torrent rolled.

Mohareb turned to Thalaba and said,
" Dare

you enter it ?"
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" Lead on,"saidThalaba the third time, and

set his foot inside the cave.

"Stay, madman!" cried his guide, "would

you rush headlong on certain death ? Where
are your arms with which to meet the Keeper
of the passage ?

"

A loud shriek from the depths of the cavern

drowned Thalaba's answer. " Fate favours

you," said Mohareb,
" or your name had been

blotted to-day out of the Book of Life."

As he spoke he drew a bag from underneath

his cloak. "You are a brave boy," he said,

"but to leap unprepared into danger, as lions

rush upon the hunter's spear, is folly. Zohak

the giant keeps the passage, and it is not by
force we can win it." He drew a man's hand,

shrivelled and dry and black, out of the bag,

and fitted a taper into the fingers. "See," said

he,
"
this is a murderer's hand

;
the very hand

with which he did the deed. I drove the

vultures from the stake on which he died im-

paled, and cut off the hand, and dried it for

nine weeks in the sun. And the taper but

you have not learnt these secrets. See how

clear it burns, but its ingredients scatter a
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deathly vapour through the cave
;
and when

the Keeper of the passage feels them, it will

lull even his agony to sleep, and he will leave

the passage free."

Mohareb led the way with the taper in his

hand
;
and now they came to where the cave

became loftier and narrower. Here Zohak sat

with great snakes growing from his shoulders.

Mohareb held the taper towards him
;
and the

magic spell of the taper had such power that

his eyes closed in sleep, and he lay all his length

along the floor of the passage. But the two

snakes were not asleep. They darted out their

fiery tongues, and shut the passage. Mohareb

drew from his wallet two fresh human heads,

and threw them down before them. They
turned eagerly to their horrid feast, and the

travellers passed unharmed. And now the cave

opened wider than before, till they came to a

great pit, so deep and black that no eye could

pierce its darkness.

"Here," said Mohareb, "the angels that

teach enchantments dwell."

Thalaba said aloud,
" Haruth and Maruth,

hear us ! I do not come to learn forbidden
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secrets by God's command I am here. Tell

me the Talisman."
" Do you think," said Mohareb,

" that you
will thus trick them out of their secret ? Keep
this righteousness of the lip for the mosque
and the market-place. The spirits know the

heart
; only compelled by strong and tortur-

ing spells will they tell you the secret by
which you can descend."

" Descend !

"
cried Thalaba, astonished.

"What!" said Mohareb, "have I led some

silly prayermonger here ? What brings you to

this place ? By heaven, you shall pay for your

folly in coming." And he lifted his scymitar
to strike him.

He lifted it
;
but his arm hung powerless in

the air
;
for the mighty spell of the Ring forbad

it to fall. In a rage he cried,
" Then this is

your trust in God ! He had failed to save you
but for the Ring. It is to spells and magic
that you trust after all."

"
Blasphemer !

"
cried Thalaba,

" do you say
that I trust in magic spells for want of faith in

God ? See now." And he took Abdaldar's

ring from his finger, and threw it into the pit.
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A skinny hand came up, and caught it as it fell,

and peels of devilish laughter shook the cave.

Mohareb's cheek flushed with joy, and he

lifted his scymitar again. Thalaba saw the

blue gleam of the blade as it descended, and

sprang at the soldier, and grappled him breast

to breast. Mohareb was sinewy and large of

limb, broad-shouldered, and his joints well

knit, and he was practised in the art of war.

Thalaba's strength was not so mature
;
but the

inspiration of the moment gave him the

strength of a madman. Mohareb reeled be-

fore him. With knee and breast and arm he

pressed on his enemy and drove him backwards

to the very brink of the pit. For a moment they

struggled fiercely on the very edge ;
then witl

a fresh impulse of force Thalaba thrust hi]

down, and Mohareb was engulfed in the abyss.

His breath came fast with the struggle.

Panting he breathed out a broken prayer oi

thankfulness
;
then said

" Haruth and Maruth, are ye here ? or has

that servant of sin misled me ? I, Thalaba,

Servant of the Lord, invoke you. Hear me
so may Heaven accept your penitence. I go tc
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root out of earth the sorcerer brood. Tell

me the Talisman I need."

As he spoke, beyond the abyss he saw the

angels reclining on the rock. Their faces were

sad
;
but guilt and shame had been purged

away. This was their answer. " Son of

Hodeirah ! thou hast proved it here. The
Talisman is Faith."



CHAPTER VII.

THE PARADISE OF SIN.

THALABA retraced his steps to the outer air.

The giant Zohak lay stretched on the ground.

He was awake indeed, but he did not reach

out his hand to bar the way, fearing to rouse

the snakes, which were still lingering over their

meal. Gladly Thalaba found himself at last

again in the outer air, and gladly he lay dow

to sleep in the shelter of a ruin of which th

roof was yet left.

The next morning when he awoke, he found

a horse standing by his side. Never had h

seen one of more faultless shape and brighte

eye; no, not even among those that are sai

to come from King Solomon's own stud. H
was adorned with rich trappings of crimson,

but had neither bit nor bridle in his mouth,

:
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"
Surely," said Thalaba to himself,

" he is sent

by Heaven, and will go as Heaven bids him.

It is not the rider who is to guide him."

Meanwhile the creature threw up his head, and

pawed the ground as if impatient to start. So

Thalaba leapt lightly on his back, and in a mo-

ment the horse bounded away. Over the plain

he sped, and did not halt till the sun was low

in the sky. Then he paused ;
Thalaba lay

down to sleep, and the horse rested by his

side. So they travelled on day after day, till

one evening, when they halted, the horse

sprang away. He had done his errand. The

evening was dark, the clouds hiding the moon
;

nor could Thalaba hear any sound but of run-

ning water
; guiding his way by this, he came

to a little stream, one of many with which the

ground was intersected. The first from which

he stooped to drink was boiling hot
;
but the

steam rising from his hand warned him in time

not to try it. The next was intensely cold.

Of this he drank deeply, and thus refreshed

lay down to sleep.

The next day, following the rills, he came to

a river into which they flowed. There looking
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about him he saw in the distance a high range
of mountains, and, leading up to them, a wide

stony valley. Something seemed to tell him

that this was the path which he must follow.

As he went on, still mounting higher and

higher, the valley grew narrower, and the rocks

steeper on either side, till at last he came to a

place where they met, barring all further

passage ;
in the barrier indeed there had been

hewn an opening, but this was closed by massive

gates of iron. A horn with ivory tip and

mouth of brass hung by the gates. This Tha-

laba took, and breathed into the mouth. The
blast rang like thunder among the rocks

;
and

the gates rolled back without any one to move

them. He entered, and they closed behind

him with a clap like thunder. It was a nar-

row winding way in which he found himself,

lighted by dim lamps that hung from the roof,

and descended continually. At last Thalaba

found his way barred again by gates of iron,

but by these latter also hung a horn of brass

and ivory. Thalaba took it and breathed into

it. This time the answer came not in thun-

der, but in the sweetest music that can be
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imagined. And again the gates rolled back

of their own accord. For a moment Tha-

laba thought he must be in the very garden
of Eden. But Eden had no marble ter-

races, nor tents of cloth of gold, such as

could be seen among the perfumed groves

and shrubberies of this wonderful place.

And then he thought that he must be dream-

ing, and shut his eyes, but when he opened
them again everything was there, palaces and

glittering courts and perfumed groves. As

he looked and wondered, an old man of

a very gracious and reverend look came for-

ward and greeted him. "
Happy youth, go

and taste the joys of Paradise. The reinless

horse that ranges over the world brings

hither only those that are marked out for

great deeds. Here they have a foretaste of

happiness ;
hence they go out bound on great

enterprises ;
hither they return to an endless

felicity. Go then and taste the joys of Para-

dise."

He turned away and left the youth silent

'with wonder. Wherever his eyes could reach

he saw new marvels of delight. Through
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openings in the woods he saw rich pavilions

curtained with gold. Streams clear as crystal

wandered through the shrubbery and lawn.

The broad-leaved planes arched over in long

colonnades, while round their trunks the vines

climbed up, clothing them with a yet fresher

green and with clusters of purple and gold.

And the ground was carpeted with flowers,

tulips streaked with the sky at sunset, and the

lily with her snowy head and the red-bosomed

rose. The air, too, was full of music, while

the nightingale sang from his bower of roses

more sweetly than he ever sang on earth, and

from far away came the cries of the waterfowls,

and now and then, mellowed by the distance,

came the voice of merriment. Thalaba wan-

dered on, till at length, at the bidding of

hunger, he entered a banqueting-room. There

on the brink of a fountain, on carpets of silk,

sat a company of guests. The air was cooled

by the water as it rose and fell
;
the very light

came cooled through panes of pearly shell, or

was tinged saffron or ruby as it fell through
vases of wine that filled the openings in the

ceiling. In that delicious coolness the re-
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vellers reclined at ease, and drank from

goblets of gold the amber juice of the grapes
of Shiraz. Thalaba would have none of the

wine, knowing it to be forbidden, and indeed

the mother of sins
;
nor did the guests offer

it a second time, for they saw that this youth
was not one who could be turned from his

purpose. But he drank the water, water that

seemed clearer and purer than when it came

from the spring ;
and partook of the fruits,

for there were fruits of all kinds, water-melons

with rough rinds that melted on the lips, and

pistachio nuts, and amber grapes from Persia

that had been dried in the sun till they were

all sweetness, and apricots cased in ice, like

topazes set in crystal, and oranges on plates

of snow. And as he ate, the rich smoke from

aloes and sandalwood burning in censers of

gold filled the room with perfume. Then came

in a troop of dancers, with bells upon their

ankles, and danced before the guests, making
music as they moved. But Thalaba rose dis-

pleased, thinking that it did not become the

lover of Oneiza to be in such company, and

leaving the banqueting-room wandered forth



60 THE STORY CF .THALABA.

into the garden. As he looked, he could not

but remember that he was a lonely man,

wandering about the world, and shut out from

the joys of home, and for a moment he mur-

mured against the will of Heaven.

Hurrying away from those scenes of revelry,

he sought the shade and silence of the wood,

and there throwing himself on the ground

thought of the desert and of Moath's tent and

of Oneiza. As he dreamed he was roused by
a cry of distress. It came louder and nearer,

and he started up, strung his bow, and plucked

an arrow from the quiver. He heard the cry

again, and now it was close at hand
;
and it

was a woman's shriek. In another moment he

saw a woman rush through the trees, her veil

half torn from her face, and her pursuer close

behind. "
Help me," she cried, turning to

Thalaba. At the word the arrow flew, and

did its errand of death. Then he turned to

the woman and saw Oneiza.

When she could breathe again she cried,

" O my father ! my father !

"
Thalaba lost in

wonder and fearing to ask could but wait with

her.
"
They seized me, Thalaba," she said,
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"
they seized me in my sleep at night. My

father could not help me
;
he is an old man,

and they were many and strong. To think

that they could have heard his prayer and

yet leave him childless !

"

" We will seek him
;
we will go back to the

desert."

"Alas ! we should not find him. Our tent

is desolate. The wind has heaped the sand

within the door. My father wanders about

the world seeking me. O Thalaba, this is a

wicked place ;
let us be gone."

" But how ? How shall we pass the iron

gates ? They moved at a breath to let me in,

but armies could not stir them for my return."

" We will climb the mountains that shut in

this hateful garden."

"Are you strong enough to climb ?"
"
Strong enough surely for anything, partly

from fear, and partly, dear Thalaba, that you
are with me."

As she spoke she took his hand, and drew

him gently towards the mountains. But when

they came to the foot of them, they found no

slopes gradually leading upward, but steep
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cliffs, rising sheer from the ground. There

was no way by which the most skilful and

bold of mountaineers could climb.
" There is no way," said Thalaba, and

Oneiza grew pale and her steps flagged.
" But stay," said the youth,

"
I passed a river, a

full stream
;
and waters cannot be kept in, and

where they find a way it may be that we can

follow. This way the river runs."

They followed the course of the stream, as

it rolled along full and silent
;
but as they

advanced they heard a sound as of a waterfall

louder and louder, and so came to a place

where the whole plunged at one leap down a

precipice of rock.

" God save us !

"
cried Oneiza

;

" there is no

way from this accursed place," and her heart

sank with fear.

"Cheer up," Thalaba said; "if we cannot

escape the dangers of this place, yet we can

conquer them. But tell me who has prepared
this garden of delights and for what ?

"

" When I was brought here," answered

Oneiza,
" the women told me that it was the

abode of the magician Aloaddin, He in-
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toxicates men with the delights of this place,

till they are ready to commit all manner of

crimes at his bidding. And what will you do

against all these ?
"

Thalaba's face grew dark as he heard.

" Woe to him," he said, with a stern smile,
" woe to him ! he laid a net for an Antelope,

x

but a Lion has come in."

She shook her head. " Ah ! but he is a

sorcerer, and guarded by many ;
and you,

Thalaba, are but one."
"
Ay, but there is a God, Oneiza, and I have

a Talisman that protects from all the powers of

Earth and Hell whoever bears it. Remember,

too, that Destiny has marked me from man-

kind. But now lie down and rest, fearing no

evil. I will watch by you."

So Oneiza lay down on a bank of flowers
;

and after she had calmed her spirit with prayer,

sank peacefully to sleep. And ThalaLa sat

and watched her, and as he watched his spirit

rose, and he waited in good hope for the day.



CHAPTER VIII.

HOW ONEIZA WAS SAVED AND LOST.

THE song of the lark awoke Oneiza, and she

wished, as she watched the bird twinkling in the

morning light, that she had wings and liberty

like him. Her cheek flushed and grew pale

again, but Thalaba was calm and ready for his

work. But first he considered how he should

arm himself, remembering that his arrow had

fallen with a blunted point from Lobaba's

breast. It might well be, he thought, that

Aloaddin might be protected by a spell of equal

power. Thus thinking he caught sight of a

young poplar that stood by the brink of the

river, with its leaves shivering in the wind, and

turned to Oneiza and said,
"

I remember how
in the old days you would bring down the

clusters of dates from the palms, cutting the
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stalks with the arrow, so true was your aim.

Take the bow again, dear maid
;

I must have

different arms."

So speaking he grasped the poplar with both

hands, and wrenched it from the earth, roots

and all. From these he shook off the clotted

earth, and broke away the head, and boughs,
and lesser roots, till he had fashioned a mighty
club.

" Now I am ready for this child of sin.

He shall exchange, maybe to-day, his paradise

for a far different dwelling."

So the youth and the maid went to the centre

of the garden. It so chanced that Aloaddin had

that day assembled all the inhabitants, and the

two mingled unnoticed with the throng, or if

any one noticed them it was to say,
" See a

daughter of the Homerites who remembers yet

the tents of the tribes, for their women know
how to wield the bow and the spear."

"
Nay,"

his neighbor would answer,
"

it is a love

pageant. He with that fierce eye and massy
club mimics some lion-tamer, and she plays the

heroine with her arrows and her bow."

Aloaddin sat on a throne of gold, his crown

and robe shining with jewels. Over his head



66 THE STORY OF THALABA.

hovered a huge bird, so huge that an eagle

would have been but like a sparrow in his clasp.

His breast was iron and his feathers burnished

gold, and he waved his wings, at once a canopy
and a fan. The crowd bent their knees to the

sorcerer, and shouted,
"
Hail, great Giver of

Joy, Lord of Paradise!" then he rose to

speak, and they stood silent.

" Children of Earth, the Infidel Sultan, whose

lands are bordered by my mountains, threatens

me. He has strong armies and many guards ;

yet a dagger may find him. I do not tempt

you with vain stories of a heaven from which

no one has returned. You have tasted of

happiness here. Who will earn it for ever for

himself by a deed of danger?"
"

I will," cried Thalaba, and leaping forward

dashed his mighty club on the Sorcerer's head.

The wretch fell, for his skull was shattered, but

some charm still kept his life imprisoned in his

body. The crowd stood astonished, waiting to

see the vengeance of Heaven fall on Thalaba.

And indeed the monster Bird pounced down to

seize him. But before he could strike with his

beak, Oneiza let fly an arrow from the mighty
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bow with so true an aim that it pierced the

creature to the heart. With that the Talisman

was broken
;
and while the earth shook and

the heavens thundered, the Paradise of Sin

vanished away. Now too the mountains that

had by magic enclosed the place were rent,

and Thalaba and Oneiza, left alone in the

midst of desolation and death, went down
the rocky glen into the valley below.

In the valley the Sultan had pitched his

camp. As he sat in his tent in council with his

chiefs, Thalaba and the maid were brought
before him by a captain who thus told his tale.

"As we passed towards the mountains in

obedience to your command, suddenly the

earth shook, and the air became dark as mid-

night, and the lightnings flashed, and the

thunders rolled round us. It seemed as if the

very judgment-day had come. When we

ventured to proceed there met us this youth
and maid who told us that they were come
from Aloaddin's halls, that the judgment-stroke
had fallen upon him, and that he and his

Paradise of Sin were destroyed. We brought
them here that they might repeat the tale in

your presence."
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"
If thou hast lied," said the Sultan to the

youth, "thou shalt die. If thou speakest

truth, thou shalt stand next to myself."
" Be it done to me," answered Thalaba,

" as the truth shall prove."

While he was speaking, a great cry was

heard, and a messenger flew breathless and

panting into the tent.
" O King, live for

ever !

"
he said.

"
May all thy foes be as

Aloaddin, for God has smitten him."

The Sultan cried,
" Put the robe of honour

on the Arabian, and put a chain of gold around

his neck, and my crown on his head, and set

him on my horse of state, and lead him

through the camp, and let the heralds go be-

fore him and cry,
' Thus shall it be done to

the man whom the King honours.'"

So they put the robe of honour on Thalaba,

and a chain of gold about his neck, and the

King's crown on his head, and led him

through the camp on the King's own horse,

and the heralds cried before him as the King
had commanded.

When Thalaba had came from the presence

of the King, he sought Oneiza and said,
"
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King has done as he said. I am next to him-

self in this land. But why so sad ? When I

heard of these honours, my thought was at

once of you, that you also would be happy."
"
But, Thalaba, am I not an orphan and

among strangers ?
"

" But with me."
" But think, Thalaba my father !"

"
Nay, take comfort. Remember in what

danger we were this morning, and now we

have safety and honour and wealth. The Sul-

tan asked me about you but just now. I told

him that we had been plighted from child-

hood. Was I wrong, Oneiza? He said that

he would heap our marriage with gifts. But

why these tears ?
"

"Remember Destiny hath marked theefrom
mankind."

"
Perhaps the mission ceased when Aload-

din perished, or if not, why should I not

abide in peace till I am called ?"
" Take me to the desert."
" Moath is not there. Would you dwell in

a stranger's tent ?
"

" Take me to Mecca. Let me be a servant
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of the Temple. Bind my veil with your own

hand. It shall never be lifted again, and I

will pray for your success."
"
Nay, Oneiza, think of better things. Re-

port will soon spread about the fame of these

events, and your father will hear, and join us.

Only consent to be my wife."

So Oneiza, overborne by his entreaties, and

following her own heart, consented.

With song and music and dance the bridal

procession went carrying Oneiza to her hus-

band's house. Behind the bride went fifty

women in robes woven with thread of gold ;

and behind them again came a hundred slaves

bearing vessels of gold and silver and splendid

apparel, the Sultan's marriage gifts. On
either hand the pages carried the torches

glowing in the darkness
;
and the trumpets

and timbrels made music, and the multitudes

shouted, till they came to the palace of Tha-

laba, where the marriage feast was spread.

But when the feast was finished and the

guests had departed who is this that comes

from the bridal chamber ? It is Azrael, the

Angel of Death



CHAPTER IX.

THE DELIVERANCE OF THALABA.

MEANWHILE Moath, searching for his daughter,

had come to the Sultan's city, and wandering
outside the walls found the burial ground. A
woman met him and said;

" Old man, go not

among the tombs. There is a madman there."

" Will he harm me, think you ?"
" Not he, poor wretch. But 'tis a most

miserable thing to see his grief. All day and

all night long he lies upon a grave ;
he never

weeps or groans ;
never opens his lips even to

pray. I have taken him food for charity's

sake, but he never thanked me. I say, go
not among the tombs, old man."

" But say, why has God so smitten him ?
"

" He came to this country a stranger, and

did some great service to the Sultan, who
therefore named him next to himself and gave
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him a palace, and dowered his bride with

houses and lands. But on his wedding day the

Anorel of Death came for his bride. He nevero

leaves her grave. When the Sultan heard the

tale, he said that doubtless Heaven had smitten

him for some secret wickedness, and prayed

forgiveness that he had shown him any favour,

and so left him to perish."
" Did you say that he was a stranger?"
"
Yes, an Arab like you. But I say, go not

among the tombs
; you will see such a sight, as

you will never forget."
"
Nay, I have never shunned a countryman

in distress, and the sound of his native tongue,

maybe, will calm him as the voice of a friend."

Then the woman pointed the way to the

sepulchre, and Moath, going as she bid him,

found Thalaba lying on the grave. His raven

black hair was rusted with sun and rain, and

his cheeks had fallen. As he lay, his fingers

played unwittingly with the grass upon the

grave. Moath did not know him, so much

changed was he, but drawing near said,
" Peace

be with you." The sound of his native tongue
roused Thalaba, but when he looked up and
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saw the good old man, he rose and fell upon
his neck,and groaned. Then Moath knew him,

and a dreadful fear came over him that he

was childless. He said nothing, but pointed to

the tomb. "
Yes," said Thalaba, as if he had

spoken
"
yes, your search is ended here."

The father's cheeks grew pale, and his lips

quivered with grief. Still he could say, "God
is good ! His will be done !

"

It softened Thalaba to see such grief and

such resignation.
"
Ah," said he,

"
you have a

comforter in your trouble. But in me, Moath,

you see a wretch whom God has abandoned
;

"

and then, when the old man looked at him

incredulous "
nightly," he went on,

" Oneiza

comes to drive me to despair. You think me
mad. But dare you come and see her when

the crier proclaims midnight from the minaret-

top ?
"

And now the sun was about to set, and

Moath, as he saw the white flag waving on

the mosque, said,
"
Thalaba, do you not

pray ?
"

"
I must not pray," said he, with such a

groan as went to the old man's heart and made
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him bow down and in a fervent agony pray
to God.

It was a wet and stormy night, and Thalaba

led the old man into the chamber of the Tomb
to shelter him from the rain. They heard the

storm beat on the monument above
;
and there

on Oneiza's grave, the two sat. her father and

her husband. The crier proclaimed midnight
from the minaret-top.

"
Now, now !

"
cried Thalaba, and as he

spoke, there spread a lurid light over the tomb,

and Oneiza stood before them, a corpse, and

yet with a brightness in her eye more terrible

than death.
" What ! art thou still living, wretch ?

"
she

cried.
" Must I leave my couch every night,

to tell thee that God has abandoned thee ?"
" This is not Oneiza," cried the old man

;

"
it

is a fiend, a manifest fiend," and he held his

lance to the youth.
" Strike her! strike her !"

" What ? strike her" said Thalaba, and

stood paralysed, gazing on the dreadful form.
"
Yes, strike her," cried another voice

;
and

while Thalaba turned round to see whence it

came, Moath performed its bidding, and thrust
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his lance. The fiend fled howling with the

wound
;
and in a moment, clad in a golden

light, the true Oneiza stood before them.
"
Oh, Thalaba !

"
she cried,

" abandon not

thyself go on, finish thy work, that in Paradise

I may not wait for thee long." Then she

turned to Moath,
"
Thy way is short to Para-

dise, dear father. Return to the Desert. Az-

rael the Deliverer will soon come for you."

Then the Spirit vanished from their sight,

and the darkness closed round them again.

Thalaba took his bow and quiver from the

ground.
" Thank God," he said,

" that in my madness

I did not forget these. To-morrow I will brace

it afresh in the sun. And I, like the bow, will

brace myself for the work that lies before me.

And now, dear father, we part, not to meet

again till we meet in Paradise."

Moath made no answer, but followed him to

the door of the Tomb chamber. The rain had

ceased, and the clouds were carried wildly by
the wind across the sky ;

and it chanced that

in one of the rifts before them a star shot east-

ward, leaving a path of light behind it.
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"
See, my guide," said Thalaba

;
and the old

man blessed him. So they parted, and Tha-

laba went his way.
That evening a Dervish, sitting in the sun at

the door of his cell, invited the youth to stay

with him for the night, and spread before him

his simple meal, rice and fresh grapes and water

from the brook. As they sat and talked, a

wedding procession went by with singing and

music and dancing. The Dervish gave them

his blessing as they went by, but Thalaba hid

his face in his hands and groaned. Now the

old man had himself known sorrow, and he felt

pity for the youth, and Thalaba, comforted by
his words, told him all his trouble.

" My son," said he,
"

it is God that has

chastened you. See this vine. When I found

it, it was wasting its strength in luxuriant

growth and gave no fruit
;
but I pruned it, and

see what beautiful clusters it has supplied. It

is thus Heaven deals with us
;
but say, whither

are you going ?
"

"
I go straight on," said Thalaba,

" sure that

destiny will lead my feet aright."
"
Thy faith is right," answered the old man,
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"and I would not shake it for a moment. Still

if knowledge may be gained, it would be well

for you to seek it. And gained it may be. In

Kaf the Simorg, the Bird of Ages, has his

abode. There is nothing that he does not

know. He has seen the children of men thrice

destroyed. The path is long and dangerous,
but the Bird could direct your way to a cer-

tainty."

Thalaba gave ready heed to his word, and

on the morrow pursued his journey.



CHAPTER X.

THE MAGIC THREAD.

THALABA travelled on day after day. He
crossed rivers, and climbed mountains, and

plodded wearily across measureless plains, but

saw neither man, nor the trace of man. It was

a cold country which he now reached, and such

slender provision of food as he had carried was

exhausted. The sun was not to be seen in the

sky ;
but there was one dull cloud over all, and

now the snow began to fall. How he wished

for his native deserts and the warm winds of

Arabia ! And now the night came on, and

there was neither moon nor star to be seen
;

only a dim light reflected from the snow. At

last he spied a fire burning in a cave of the hill,

and to that, with courage and strength renewed,

he moved on.

He found a woman in the cave, a solitary
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woman, who sat spinning by the fire and

singing as she span. She had grey hair, but

her face was smooth like a girl's. She smiled

a welcome to him
;
but still went on with her

spinning and singing. He laid his bow before

the fire, for its string was frozen stiff, and his

quiver also, for the feathers on the arrows

were covered with ice. Then he asked for

food. She answered him in song.

" The She-bear, she dwells near to me,

And she hath cubs, one, two, three ;

She hunts the deer, and brings him here,

And then with her I make good cheer.

And now to the chase the She-bear is gone,

And she with her prey will be here anon."

When she had said this she began her spinning

again. The thread gleamed like gold in the

blaze of the pine log, but it was so marvellously

fine, that except when the light fell on it you

might look for it in vain. Thalaba looked on

with wonder, and she observing him, spoke

again, this time also in song.

" Now twine it round thy hands, I say,

Now wind it round thy hands, I pray,

But he must be

O stronger than thee,

Who can break this thread of mine !

"
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Thalaba, thinking no harm, so sweetly did she

smile on him, took the thread, and wound it

round and round his right hand, and round and

round his left. Then the woman spoke

again

" Now thy strength, O stranger, strain,

Strain and break the slender chain."

Thalaba strained his strength, but to no

purpose, till he was flushed with shame and

fear. Then the witch, for the woman was the

witch Maimuna, smiled at him again, but this

time fiercely, and she sang a fourth time

"
I thank thee, I thank thee, Hodeirah's son,

For binding thyself in the chain I have spun."

With this she wrenched a lock of hair from

his head, and sang again

'

Sister ! Sister ! hear my voice,

The thread is spun,
The prize is won,
The work is done,

For I have made captive Hodeirah's son."

And in a moment Khawla, the fiercest of the

sorcerers, was there in her magic chariot.

And when she saw the youth she laughed aloud

in scorn, and clapped her hands for joy. That
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moment the She-bear came in from the chase,

bearing the deer that it had caught in its

mouth. This she laid down at Maimuna's

feet, and looked up wistfully as if to ask for

her share.

" There ! there !

"
said Maimuna, and point-

ing to Thalaba, spurned him with her foot.

" There ! make thy meal of him."

And the two sisters laughed aloud, but the

She-bear fawned upon the youth and licked

his hand. Thereupon Maimuna stamped on

the ground, and called a spirit up.

"Shall we bear the Enemy to the dungeon
of the Domdaniel Cavern ?

"

" Woe to our Empire if he ever tread the

Domdaniel Cavern."
" Shall we leave him fettered here to die of

hunger now ?
"

"
Fly from your dwelling, I see danger at

hand, danger that he should live and thou

shouldst fall."

" Whither then shall we carry him ?"
" To Mohareb's Island."

So they threw Thalaba chained into the

magic chariot. Drawn by no mortal steed, it
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passed over land and sea, till it came to the

island and to the chief city in which Mohareb

reigned. The Sultan himself came out to meet

them in his royal robes, and Thalaba knew

him at once as the one whom he had cast

down into the pit amidst the ruins of Babylon.

The two sisters and Mohareb held council.

" Go up, and read the stars," said Khawla.

Maimuna went up to the terrace of the top-

most tower, and stood there, her white hair

streaming like the Aurora in the polar sky.

When she descended, they asked,
" What

have you read ?
"

" Death danger judgment," said she.

"
Is that what the stars say ?

"
cried Khawla

;

"they are the creatures of Him who made

them, and would terrify us with their lying

threats. I never liked this lore of the Heavens.

Better much the sacrifice of Divination, and I

will be my own oracle. Command the vic-

tims, Mohareb. You know what are wanted,

that they must be male and female."

While the Sultan went to fetch them, Khawla

made the place ready for the dreadful rite.

She faced about to each point of the compass,
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and at each she laid her hand on the wall, and

smote the air, and smote the floor, and said,
" To

Eblis and his slaves I consecrate this place.

Let no one enter but he and they."

And now all was prepared. Mohareb re-

turned, and the circle was drawn, and the vic-

tims were slain, and Khawla stood, holding a

human head by the hair in either hand.
" Go out, ye lights !

"
she cried, and began

the spell. She spread out her arms, and

whirled round, calling,
"
Eblis, Eblis," without

ceasing till she reeled with dizziness. H.er hair

stood up, and gave out sparks of light, and her

eyes gleamed like the moon through a mist.

Then she spoke
" Ye may hope, and ye may fear,

The danger of his stars is near.

Sultan ! if he perish, woe !

Fate hath written one death blow

For Mohareb and the foe !

Triumph ! Triumph ! only she

That knit his bonds can set him free !

"

Then she fell senseless on the ground.
Mohareb and Maimuna knelt beside her, and

wetted the palms of her hands with water, and

her nostrils with blood till she revived.
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" What did I say ?
"
she asked. When she

heard the words, her face grew dark. All that

she said was,
"
Well, let him rot in prison."

But Mohareb read her purpose better. Her

lips lied, but her face told the truth. They were

pledged to him by oath
;
but his death would

keep them safe
;
and he knew they would not

spare him. Nor did the ring protect him, for

they could strike at his life through Thalaba.

It was needful, then, that he must take counsel

for himself. Accordingly he went to the

dungeon where the prisoner lay. It was early

dawn, and Thalaba was so busy with his

prayers, that the grating of the hinges did not

rouse him. Mohareb stood still, and enviously

watched the peace which piety can give.

When the youth had ended his prayer, and

looked to see who his visitor might be, the

Sultan said "
Arab, unknowingly you more

than paid me for my guiding through that

dangerous cave. The Hand that caught the

Ring received me, and carried me whither I

wished. See, I am not ungrateful. Take

again the amulet."

It was but a show of gratitude. In truth he
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gave the Ring that Thalaba's life might be

safe, and with Thalaba's, as Khawla's oracle

had warned him, his own. The youth took

the Ring, and put it on his finger with the same

words that he had used at first.
" In the name

of God ! If its power be for good, well; if for

evil, then God and my faith in Him shall

hallow it."

Mohareb said, "You are brave, and I would

willingly be your friend, aye, and buy your

friendship for a royal price. Now hear me
There are two Powers in the world, two hostile

Gods, equal in all things. Nay, hear me

patiently I say, equal. Look about you. The
same earth bears fruit and poison. The
Elements now are the servants of Man, and

now his masters. If there is joy in one house,

there is sorrow in the next. You say that sin

entered into the world, and that God permits it

to remain for a time. Nay, but if a serpent

creep into your tent you crush it. Be sure that

God had crushed His enemy if He could. No,

Thalaba
; good and evil are but words. In

Heaven as in earth it is the weak who are

guilty. Think not that the dead are sent to
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abodes of bliss and evil. Not so, they join the

great armies that fight the great fight. Woe to

the vanquished ! You, Thalaba, have chosen

your part ill. The Power you serve is a hard

taskmaster, and where are His wages? Who
has ever seen them ? But look at ours, the

power and riches and pleasures of the world.

Do you remember how we met at Babylon,
each zealous for His Lord, adventurers both of

us ? Now think what I am, and what you are

you a prisoner, I the Sultan of this land."

Thalaba answered,
" And this is your faith !

monstrous falsehood which even the sun and

moon and stars in their courses disprove. No
;

the true Master of the world is the Power of

Good, and He will triumph in the end. You

have me here in chains, but I am not deserted.

And against you are leagued the Just and Wise

of all time
; yes, and your own crimes, and

truth, and God in Heaven."

"Slave!" cried Mohareb, in his rage.

"Slave, I leave you here; and in this prison

you shall rot limb from limb," and he rushed

out of the prison.

Meanwhile Khawla the witch was working



THE MAGIC THREAD. 87

her spells against the life of Thalaba. She

made an image of wax, compounding it of the

wax of the machineal tree and the poison of

the mandrake. This image she moulded to

the shape of Thalaba, and muttered spells over

it, by which it became instinct with a portion

of the young man's life. Then she built up a

pile of poisonous woods, and set the image of

wax in the full blaze of the heat. She might
as well have tried the eternal ice which is piled

about the pole. "Waste away!" she cried,
" and with thee waste Hodeirah's son !

"
But

the flames harmed it no more than the moon-

beam thaws a field of snow. " Curse thee !

"

cried the witch,
" hast thou still a spell of

safety ?
"
and she threw the image into the

fire itself, and in the fire itself it lay unharmed.

Then she stamped thrice on the floor of the

cave crying
"
Maimuna," and in a moment her

sister was there.

When Maimuna saw the fire and the image
she said,

"
Nay, sister, Mohareb's life is bound

up with Thalaba's, and to Mohareb we are

pledged by oath."
" Fool !

"
answered Khawla,

" one must die
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or all. To keep faith with Mohareb were to

commit treason against all the rest of our

company. But tell me what it is that protects

the son of Hodeirah?"

For still the wax lay unmelted. So hot was

the fire that the bat clinging to the roof of the

cave loosed its hold sickening to death with

the heat, and the toad, having crawled to the

darkest corner, panted with fever, while the

viper came out with her brood, and sported

with them in the rays. But the image lay

cold as marble.

At length Maimuna raised her thoughtful

eyes.
"
Where, sister, did you find the wax ?

Was it the work of the bee, or of the worm ?

If so, your labour is lost. It is only the wax

from a dead man's grave that can avail."

" Excellent witch," said Khawla. " Go and

fetch it, for you know the place and the way."

And Maimuna went to fetch it. By her

spells she opened a grave. What she there

saw were too horrible to tell. But the terror

of it so wrought upon her that she cast herself

upon the earth in the agony of despair. And
she had died the utter death but that it was
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that mysterious night on which all created

things adore their Maker
; yes, all things,

beasts and birds and fishes of the sea, and

even trees and stones, all things but man only.

And now, by the mercy of God, all the gra-

cious influences of the time were poured out

upon her, till she wept ;
and at the sight of

her tears her good angel came down again

and took again his charge.

Maimuna thought to herself,
"

I will undo

as far as I may the evil that I have done," and

in a moment she was in the prison cell of

Thalaba. One more spell, and only one will

she work. She sang as she had sung when

she had bound the silken threads about the

prisoner's hands, and when she had finished

he was free. But the prison walls are thick.

She calls the Genii, but they do not hear
;
her

power was gone ;
then she cried,

" Rebel

Spirits, in the name of God, hear me !

"
and

in a moment the prison walls were burst open,

and the two, Maimuna and Thalaba, were

carried forth in the chariot of the winds.
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LEILA.

IN another moment the two found themselves

again in the cave among the hills
;
and Maimuna

felt the burden of her years fall upon her, for

she had prolonged her life far beyond the span

appointed to men by the magic of her spells.

So she died in faith and peace, and Thalaba

buried her in the snow, and taking his bow and

arrows from the hearth, where they had lain

since the witches had carried him away bound,

went on his way. The wind blew keenly from

the East, and drifted the snow in his face, and

froze the breath upon his lips, till he was

almost spent with cold and hunger. At last

he saw a light in the darkness, and though he

feared another snare from the magic arts of his

enemies, he had no choice but to make for it.

It was a little cottage in the middle of a
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garden ; and, strange to say, the air of the

garden was as mild as a summer wind, for a

fountain of fire sprang up in the centre of it,

sending rivulets of warmth streaming over it

every way. Thalaba saw a door open, and

went in. A girl lay asleep upon a couch, but

woke at the sound of his steps. She rose, and

took his hand, with gladness dancing in her

eyes. But when she felt it cold, the smile died

from her face, and she said,
"

I thought it would

be warm like mine, but you are like the rest."

Thalaba stood surprised and silent. At last

he answered " Cold ? Lady, what wonder !

I have been travelling in this icy wilderness till

the life is nearly frozen in me."

"You are a man then?"
"
Surely ;

I did not think that grief and

labour could have so changed me."
" And you can be warm sometimes, life-warm

as I am ?
"

"Surely, Lady ;
I am subject as other men

to heat and cold. You see a traveller who is

bound upon hard adventures, and asks shelter

for the night, meaning to pursue his journey
to-morrow."
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11 No
;
not to-morrow. You must not go so

soon. And whither ? All the country round

is ice and snow and deserts of endless snow

over which no man can pass."
" He that-has led me so far will support me

still through cold and hunger."
"
Hunger !

"
said the girl, and clapped her

hands.

In a moment the table was spread with

food, but whence and how it came no one

could see.

" Why do you look, Mortal ?
"

said the girl ;

"
I made it come."
" But whence ?"
" What matter? My father sent it. But I

see you are no man
;

if you were, your hunger
would not let you ask such questions."

"
I will not eat. It is the work of magic.

Deceit and danger surround me. I was a fool

to think I could escape them."
"
Begone, insolent creature ! Do you fancy

that I am plotting harm against you ? One

day you will be sorry for having so wronged
me."

"
Hear, Lady ;

I have many enemies, and my
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way is beset with dangers. Thus I have learnt

to be suspicious. But if I have wronged you,

pray pardon me. In the name of God, I will

eat of your food."

"Just now you were afraid of sorcery, and

yet you have said a charm."
" A charm ?

"

"
Yes, or what meant your words<? I have

heard many spells and many names that rule

the Genii and the Elements, but that which

you said I have never heard."

" What ! never heard the name of God ?
"

" Never
;
but you are a strange man. Why

this wonder and trouble ? You must not sus-

pect me twice. If you are afraid, depart."
" Do you not know the God who made

?>j^~ .

" Who made me ? My father made me, and

this house, and garden, and the fountain of fire
;

and he makes men and women out of the snow

every morning. They can move and talk, but

they are always cold as ice, and in the evening

they melt away into nothing and I am alone.

How glad I am when my dear father comes !

Were it not for him, I would gladly melt away
like them."
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"And have you always lived here?"
" Ever since I can remember."
" And you do not know your father's art ?"
" No

;
I asked him once to give me some

share of his power, but he shook his head and

said that it was too dearly bought."
" Why did he put you here in the wilder-

ness ?
"

" For fear and love. He said that the stars

threatened a danger to my life, and he put me
here amidst everlasting snow where no foot

could ever come. And if indeed the enemy
should come, I have a Guardian."

"A Guardian?"
" Yes

;
would you see him ?"

So the girl led Thalaba through the garden.

As they went, she said,
"

I do not think you
are the enemy. But if you have any evil

thought in your heart, depart in peace. I will

not lead you to your death."
" Let him kill me," cried the youth,

"
if I

have a single thought of harming you !"

And now they came to the place where the

Guardian stood. It was an image of iron,

with every vein and limb and muscle true to
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life. The knee was bent forward
;
the other

stood firm and upright. The right hand was

lifted ready to throw the thunder-bolt. When
Thalaba approached, the Image knew the

Destroyer, and hurled the thunder-bolt. But

again the Ring, which Mohareb had restored

to him, saved him. So blindly do the wicked

work the will of Heaven ! The lightning

was turned back harmless. He started and

looked round on the girl. He leant pale and

breathless against a tree
;
the next moment

she started with a scream of joy,
" Save me,

save me, Okba
;
the enemy is here !

"

" Okba !

"
said the youth, for he had never

forgotten the name of his father's murderer

since the Spirit had told it to him at midnight
in Moath's tent.

" Okba !

"
and he seized an

arrow in his hand, and rushed at him.
" Son of Hodeirah !

"
said the old man,

"
my hour is not yet come. But my Leila,

my innocent daughter, you may slay ;
this

vengeance God allows."

Leila stood with her hands clasped round

her father's neck, her eyes wide open with

terror.
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"It is not -upon her that the blood of

Hodeirah cries for vengeance." And again

he threatened the Sorcerer, and again he felt

his hand held by some mysterious power.
" You do not aim the blow more eagerly,"

said Okba,
" than I would rush to meet it.

But that would be but a poor revenge. No,

I must suffer in my innocent child. Strike

her, why do you delay ? God permits, nay

commands, the deed."
" Liar !

"
cried Thalaba, and Leila looked

up wondering in her father's face.

"Nay!" said he, "'tis the truth. Long

ago I saw this danger. I saw it in the stars

at her birth, and when I called up a Spirit,

and asked him, he said,
' One must die, Leila

or Thalaba.' Yes
;
and I mounted to the

seventh heaven, and read the death table in

which are written all the names of them that

are for death, and her name was among them.

Be merciful, young man
;
and do not keep

her any longer in her agony."
Then the rush of wings was heard, and

Azrael, the Angel of Death, stood before

them.
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" Son of Hodeirah," said he,
" the Magician

speaks truth. I am come to receive the

maiden's life at your hands."
" Hear me, angel," said Thalaba. "

I have

dared every danger, I have lost all that my
soul holds dear. I have cut off every tie of

life to avenge my father's death, and to root

out of the earth the accursed sorcerer here.

And I am willing to endure whatever still

remains. But this innocent girl I will not

slay. No, angel, I dare not do it!"

" Remember," said the angel,
"
every word

of thine is written down, and thou must be

judged for all."

" Be it so. He that reads the secrets of

the hearts will judge me
;

I will not harm

the innocent."

Then a voice came out of the darkness.

"Think again, son of Hodeirah ! One must

die, Leila or Thalaba. She dies for thee, or

thou for her. Think again, and weigh it well."

He did not hesitate a moment
;
but reach-

ing out his hand cried,
"
Oneiza, receive thy

Thalaba unstained by crime."

"Thou hast disobeyed. The hour is mine,"
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cried Okba, and shaking his daughter off,

drew the dagger from his side, and aimed a

deadly blow.

He aimed it, but Leila rushed between to

save the youth, and sank into Thalaba's arms,

and Azrael from his hands received her part-

ing soul.



CHAPTER XII.

THE SLEDGE AND THE BOAT.

WHEN Okba saw that his daughter was dead,

he threw himself on her dead body in a passion

of grief, now crying out to the powers of Hell

to help him, and then to Heaven to strike him

dead, and then again cursing Thalaba. But

the youth stood by in silent pity. As he stood,

he felt his cheek suddenly fanned by a motion

of the air, and looking around saw that it came

from the wings of a green bird that was hover-

ing near him. And now the bird perched on

his hand, -and turned a gentle eye to him, as if

to win his confidence. Then it sprang up and

flew forward, and then returned and perched
as before, manifestly inviting him to follow.

Thabala obeyed the call, and under the moon-

light pursued his way across the river. And
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now the morning sun came out, and the bird

still flew before him
;

all the day long it was

his guide, but when the evening came, leaving

a purple light on the range of hills to which his

steps were bent, it vanished out of his sight.

For a while Thalaba thought that it had left

him. But when he had made his evening

prayer, and lifted his head from the ground, he

saw a speck in the air
;
nearer it came, and

nearer, till he saw that it was his guide. The
bird hung hovering before the traveller, and

in her foot she clasped a cluster of fruit that

she had brought from the woods of Paradise.

Thalaba took and ate, and felt all his powers
renewed. In his fresh strength he climbed

with untired feet the steep ascent of the hills,

and the bird still guided him, till in the very

heart of the mountains a valley opened before

his eyes. It was the Simorg's Valley, the

dwelling of the Bird of Ages.
On a green mossy bank beside a rivulet the

Bird of Ages stood. Thalaba approached, and

crossing his arms on his breast, thus spoke :

" Earliest and wisest of all things that are,

guide me, I beseech thee, on my way. I am
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bound for the Caverns under the rocks of the

ocean, where the Sorcerers have their dwell-

ings. How may I reach them?"

The Simorg opened his eyes, and said,
" Go northward by the stream. In the Foun-

tain of the Rock wash away thy stains. Then

fortify thy soul with prayer. Thus prepared,

climb on the sledge. Be bold
;
be cautious.

Seek and find, for God hath appointed all."

Then he was silent, and returned to his

repose.

Thalaba went northward along the rivulet's

side, tracing it to its source, and the green
bird went with him till they reached the

Fountain of the Rock. There the youth
washed away his stains, and fortified his soul

with prayer, and the bird stood meanwhile

near the youth, thinking of all the perils

through which he must pass.

When he had finished ablution and prayer,

he saw a sledge under a pine tree, and the

dogs harnessed to it, and the dogs were watch-

ing him with their ears erect and their eyes

wide open. They were as lean as dogs could

be, and black but for one white line like the
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new moon upon their breasts. Thalaba took

his place in the sledge, and the bird perched
on his knees, and when the dogs, turning their

heads, saw that he was seated, they started.

Up the icy path they hastened, and when they

reached the top, they stood still and panted,

and looked back to the youth, as if pleading

for pity, and moaned and whined with fear.

And now they start again on the downward

path. It was narrow and steep, with a wall of

rock on one side, and a precipice on the other.

One sway of the sledge will send the traveller

headlong on to the rocks below. And still the

dogs barked and whined, and though Thalaba

sat with his arms folded, and had neither

scourge nor goad, the blood flowed fast from

their skin and tracked the way with red. And
now on a height above the path a giant fiend

stands readv to thrust down an avalanche. If
*

Thalaba looks back, he dies. But he is brave,

and the dogs are swift, and the thunder of the

falling avalanche echoes far behind. So they

reach the plain.

It was a desolate expanse with neither grass

nor bush nor tree. The dogs went quickly on
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their way ;
but when the sun went down, they

stopped and looked at Thalaba. He knelt on

the ground, and said his prayer, and they knelt

beside him, the tears running down their

cheeks. This done they lay close together, as

close as they could lie, and slept ;
and Thalaba

slept, lying backward in the sledge, and the

green bird slept, nestling in his breast.

At dawn the dogs woke him, and knelt

again with him while he prayed. And all that

day and many days afterwards they travelled

across the plain, halting at the hour of

prayer, and the bird was a companion to

Thalaba by day, and rested in his breast at

night.

And now the signs of life begin to appear.

First is seen the fir, then the laurel with down-

curving arms, then the quivering leaves of the

aspen, then the poplar, and the light and peace-

ful birch. Now, too, Thalaba can see the track

of the deer, and the ermine running over the

snow, and hear the whirr of the grouse's wings

among the pines ; now, too, the owl follows his

sledge, and soon he hears the song of the

thrush, till at last he comes to bushes and
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grass, and thickets bright with red berries,

and to flowers.

Now was the last morning of their journey,

and the green bird fixed on Thalaba an en-

treating eye. At that moment speech was

given her.

"Servant of God," she said, "if I have

guided you right, give me what I ask."
" Ask what you will, I shall still be your

debtor."
" Son of Hodeirah, when you shall see an

old man bent under the burden of his punish-

ment, forgive him, yea, and pray for him."

Thalaba's cheek flushed, and he looked to

the bird as if half repenting his promise, for

he thought of Okba, and remembered his

father's dying groan.

The bird saw his doubt, and spoke again.
" O Thalaba, if she who received the blow oi

the dagger to save you deserves one kin<

remembrance, save the father whom she loves

from endless death."
"
What, Leila, is it you ? What is it I dare

refuse to you ? This is no time to harboui

thoughts of revenge in my heart. Here I put
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them off for ever. God pardon me as I par-

don him. But who am I that I should save

a sinful soul ?
"

"
Enough ! When the hour is come, re-

member me !

" And she spread her wings
and soared to Paradise.

And now the dogs start forward on their

journey. It was still early morning when they

reached the well-head of a rock. The little

pool was clear and deep. It was stirred

strangely below, but its surface was calm
;

and on it there lay a little boat. It had

neither oar nor sail, only a rudder, and by the

rudder stood a Damsel.

The dogs looked wistfully at her, and their

tongues were loosed. " Have we done well,

dear Mistress ?" they asked.

The Damsel answered " Poor servants of

God, when all this witchery is destroyed, your
woes and mine will end. This new adventurer

gives us a new hope. God forbid that he like

you should perish for his fears ! But now

sleep, and wait the end in peace."

As she spoke a deep sleep fell upon them.

Then the Damsel said to Thalaba,
" Will you



THE STORY OF THALABA.

come with me? The way is strange and

dangerous ;
but the wretched ask your help.

Will you come ?"
"

I will come in the name of God," said

Thalaba, and stepped into the boat

The stream ran on through pleasant fields,

with flowers blooming at the side, and willows

dipping their boughs into its waters, and the

dragon-flies, bright with green and gold, skim-

ming over its surface. And now it was swollen

by many a rivulet and rill, and grew into a

great river, with banks that widened as they

went.

"Will you come with me?" asked the

Damsel again.
" Go on, in the name of God," answered

Thalaba.

And now they are come to the sea
;
and the

Damsel asked him a third time,
" Will you

come ?
"
and Thalaba answered as before.

And now they see the land, and the caverns

frowning on the rocks. The Damsel said

" See that cavern, our path is under its arch.

But now it is the ebb, and before the flood we

cannot pass over the rocks. Go and perform
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your last ablutions on the rocks and strengthen

your heart with prayer. I too have need of

prayer."

And she guided the boat with a firm hand

through the breakers, and Thalaba leapt out

upon the shore.



CHAPTER XIII.

THE DOOM.

THALABA drew Abdaldar's Ring from his finger,

and threw it into the sea.
"

I will trust in

nothing but in Thee, O God," he cried. This

done he lay down on the beach to rest, for his

heart was not yet calm enough for prayer. And
now he felt that there was some 'spiritual pres-

ence near him.

Then there came a voice,
"
Thalaba," and

the youth knew the voice of Moath
;
and after

this a second and dearer voice that said,

"Thalaba, go on, and finish your work. Let

me no longer suffer hope."

Thalaba looked eagerly to the sea, and as he

looked the Damsel drove the little boat to the

land, saying,
" Come."

He leapt on board.
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" Have you had comfort in your prayer?"
she asked.

"Yes," said he, "a heavenly visitation."

" God be praised," she answered,
" then I

have not hoped in vain," and her voice trembled

and the tears ran down her cheeks. She went

on :

"
Stranger, in years long past there was

one who vowed himself as you have done, the

Champion of the Lord, against the Sorcerer

race. He was young and gentle and brave,

a lion-hearted man. He loved me, and I kept
him from his calling, till the hour was past, and

the angel who should have crowned him smote

him in anger. Years and years have passed,

and in his place of penance he waits for the

Deliverer. Surely you are he !"

As she spoke, they came to the entrance of

the cave, and passed beneath the arch. The
sea-birds were screaming from their nests, and

yet not in fear, for they did not know the shape

of man. As they went on, the light grew dim-

mer and more dim till they came to where the

waters lapped on the rock that bounded them.

There two doors of adamant closed up the

passage. On the rock beside sat a hoary-headed

man, watching an hour-glass.
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"Is it the hour appointed?" asked the

Damsel.

The old man neither answered her nor lifted

his eyes, but the sands were now running low in

the glass. When the last were gone, he lifted

up his hand and struck the gates. The gates

opened at the stroke, and the Damsel said,

"Goon
;

I wait you here."

Not for a moment did he tarry, not one look

did he cast behind, but hastened on. There

was a yellow light in the cavern such as may be

seen upon the hills at sunset when the sun shines

through the mist upon the hills
;
the path still

was downward till it ended in a precipice.

Black as night was the abyss, and over the

depth was a little car supported by four wings,

living wings, but without body or head and un-

feathered, springing from one stem. And on

the brink, fastened with fiery fetters to the

rocks, lay a young man. It was he who had

lingered over the appointed hour, neglectful in

the arms of love.

Thalaba exclaimed,
" Servant of God, can I

help you ?
"

"
I have sinned," said he, "and I endure my
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punishment with patience. The hour that

sees the destruction of the Sorcerer race will

set me free."

"
Is it not come ? Verily it has by this

token," and with fearless hand he grasped the

burning fetters, tore them from the rock, and

threw them blazing into the pit. Then for a

moment the vapours kindled by the fire

flamed up, then all was dark again.
"
Deliverer," cried the youth,

" and where is

she?"
" Lo ! she waits for you at the gates."
" And you will join us in your triumph ?"

" Wait not for me
; my path has been

appointed."
" But your name ? that we may spread it

abroad in the world and bless thee."

" Bless the Merciful
;

"
so saying, Thalaba

murmured the name of God, and leapt into

the car. Down it sailed a measureless depth,

till at last it struck upon the rock.

Thalaba stood dazed and giddy for a time

with the shock
;
then looking round he saw a

distant light, small as a speck, but most intense.

Beyond all was darkness. "
It is no friend,"
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thought he to himself,
" that the darkness

hides." And indeed it was true. For a rebel

Afreet, largest of his kind, lay on the ground at

the gate of the Sorcerers' cave. He scented

the approach of human food, and the lust of

hunger burned fiercely in his eye. Thalaba

went on, shading his eyes with his hand, and

when he came within due distance laid an arrow

in the rest, and fixing his gaze resolutely on the

light, loosed the bow. It pierced the Afreet

where he lay ;
and he sent up a cry so hideous

and so loud that no human voice could equal it.

Thalaba stepped across the monster as he lay

in the agonies of death, and smote on the doors

of stone, bidding them in the name of God give

way. The rocks shuddered at the sound, and

'the doors were rent asunder, and. in a moment
he saw the Teraph, and the Fire, and Khawla,

and Mohareb armed, ready for conflict. Tha-

laba struck his raised arm with numbing force,

and rushed by, for he saw amongst the flames

Hodeirah's holy sword. Then Khawla met

the youth, and leapt upon him, and clasped
him with close clinging arms, while she bade

Mohareb smite the deadly blow, He spurned
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her to the ground, and when she arose again

and clung about his knees, he seized her

leathery neck with a throttling grasp, and

thrust her aside, and sprang forward to the

sword. The flames knew the Destroyer, and

curled around him, and coiled up his robe,

and made a crown on his head.

The moment that Thalaba had laid his hand

upon his father's sword the Living Image in

the inner cave smote the round altar. Then
all the Domdaniel Cavern rocked to its foun-

dations, and the earth felt the shock. All the

Sorcerer race, wherever dispersed, felt and

obeyed the summons
;
such was the compul-

sion laid upon them by the Covenant of Hell.

They were sworn to meet the common dan-

ger and to share the common doom. And now

they crowded round the Destroyer, vainly en-

deavoring to crush the single foe. First of all

was Mohareb, for the witch had foretold that

one blow would be fatal to Thalaba and to

him
;
and now, despairing of his own safety,

he sought to uphold the cause of Eblis.

But none can withstand the Destroyer armed

as he is with the fated sword. Mohareb lifts



H4 THE STORY OF THALABA.

his shield to parry the stroke, and it is shorn

in two. He lifts his scymetar, and the broken

hilt hangs from his hand, and now he bleeds,

he flies, he strives to hide himself in the

crowd. They too feel the sword
; they fly to

the inner cave, and fall fearfully about the

Giant Idol's feet.

It was a Living Image 'made by magic art

of flesh and bone and human blood. It had

the shape of Eblis, in strength and stature

such as he was of old when he stood among
the Sons of God pre-eminent, Lucifer, Son of

the Morning. In one hand he grasped a scep-

tre, with which he had power to shake the

earth, and raise the sea in storms, and lay cities

in ruins, with the other he sustained the

weight of the sea, for the cavern was roofed

with the waters.

Now the Sorcerers lay trembling round his

feet
;
and Mohareb clung about his knees. The

Idol was pale and calm with excess of fear,

for he knew the Destroyer. Sure of his stroke

and without haste Thalaba advanced. Okba

met him on his way, the only fearless man of

all that miserable company.
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" Strike me," he cried,
"

I am he that stole at

midnight into thy father's tent. This is the

hand that pierced Hodeirah's heart. This is

the hand that was red with the blood of thy

brothers and sisters. Let the vengeance fall

on me," and he spread his bosom to the stroke.
" Old man," said Thalaba,

"
I strike thee not.

The harm that thou hast done to me and mine

has brought its own bitter punishment. I

pardon thee for thy daughter's sake. For her

sake repent while it is yet time."

Okba stood astonished, and his heart was

softened, and his tears gushed out. Then was

heard a voice.

" Thou hast done well, my Servant Ask
and receive thy reward."

Thalaba said,
"

I have but wished to do my
duty. But look on this Sorcerer, many are his

crimes, but mercy is infinite. If I have found

favour, let his soul be saved from utter death."

The Voice replied,
" The prayers of peni-

tence never arise unheard. Ask for thyself."
"

I am alone on earth," said Thalaba,
'' do

with me as thou wilt."

Then came no answering voice. But the
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spirit of Hodeirah came to see the work of

vengeance accomplished, and by the side of

Hodeirah, a pure form clothed with rosy light,

was Zeinab. Then Thalaba knew that his

hour was come. He leapt forward and plunged
his sword hilt-deep into the Idol's heart. The
domed vault fell in, and all the tribe of the

Sorcerers perished together, but Oneiza re-

ceived her husband into the bowers of Paradise.



THE STORY OF RUSTEM.





THE STORY OF RUSTEM.

CHAPTER I.

OF ZAL, THE FATHER OF RUSTEM.

A CERTAIN great Persian hero, San by name,
after being childless for many years, had a son

born to him. The child was as fair as the sun,

but, by a strange misfortune, his hair was

white. For seven days no one dared to tell

the father what had happened that his beau-

tiful wife had brought into the world an infant

like an old man. At last the child's nurse, who

was as bold as a lioness, went bravely to him,

and said,
"
Sire, I bring you good news. May

your days be happy ! May the heart of your
enemies be torn asunder ! God has granted

you the desire of your heart. You have a son,

who, small as he is, yet shows the heart of a

lion. A beautiful child he is, and you will see
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nothing amiss in him, except that by some ill-

luck his hair is white. Fate would have it so.

Be content, my lord, with what God has given

you."

On this the hero came down from his throne,

and went to the apartments of the women.

There he saw a child, of a singular beauty, but

with the head of an old man, such as he had

never seen or even heard tell of before. The

sight struck him with despair. He lifted his

eyes to heaven, and said,
" O God, all that

Thou ordainest is for good. If I have done

any evil, if I have departed from the faith,

accept my repentance, and pardon my sin.

Truly my soul is overwhelmed with shame that

I have had a son born to me who seems to be

of the race of Satan, with his black eyes and

his hair white as a lily. What shall I say

when the nobles come to me ? What shall I

say about this child of a demon ? Verily I

shall be compelled to leave Persia for very

shame."

Thus cursing his lot, he ordered them to

take the child and carry it to a mountain which

they 'call Alburz, or the White Mountain, a
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lonely place which was never trodden by the

foot of man. But, though his father cast off

the innocent child, God did not forget him. A
great bird, the Simorg by name, had its nest on

the mountain, and, going out to look for food

for its young, saw the child lying on the

ground ;
the thorns were his cradle, the hard

earth his nurse. A day and a night he had lain

there crying for hunger. God touched the

heart of the Simorg with pity, so that it did

not think of devouring the child, but, catching
him up in its claws, carried him to its nest

upon the mountain. The young of the great
bird were not less kind to him

;
indeed they

showed him a marvellous pity, so astonished

were they at his beauty. As for the Simorg, it

chose out for its guest the tenderest part of its

prey ;
and the poor child, for want of milk,

was nourished on blood. Thus he grew up,

sometimes remaining in the nest, and some-

times wandering in the forests on the mountain

side. He was straight and tall as a cypress-

tree, and the report of his beauty and strength
was carried far and wide.

After a while San had a dream. He thought
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that he saw a rider mounted on an Arab steed,

and that this rider came to him and gave him

news of his son. When he woke, he called his

nobles to him, and told them his dream.

"Do you think it possible," said he, "that

the child survives the cold of winter and the

heat of summer?"

Old and young answered him with one voice

"You were ungrateful to God for His gift.

The sight of the child's white hair threw you
into despair, but what was that in a body so

fair ? And now prepare to look for him. Do
not fancy that he is dead. He whom God

regards with favour will not perish either of

cold or heat."

So San went to Mount Alburz with a great

company of followers to look for his son.

When he came to the mountain side he saw

a great rock which seemed to pierce the very

skies, so high was it. On this was a great

nest, built of trunks of ebony and sandal-wood,

interlaced with branches of aloes. Walking
round the edge of this nest was a young man
of tall stature, and San. saw that the young
man was like himself

;
but he could find no way
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up to the nest. Then, bowing his head to the

ground, he cried,
"

I implore forgiveness for

my sins. If this child be not the child of a

demon, but of my own race, be merciful to

me, and help me to climb to this nest." God
heard his prayer and granted it.

When the Simorg saw San and his followers

he said to Zal,
"

I have been as a mother to

you ;
but now your father, the hero San, has

come for you, and I must give you up to him

safe and sound."

The young man was sorry to hear this, and

said (he had never seen the face of man, but

the Simorg had taught him to speak) :

" Are

you tired of my company? Your nest is as

good as a throne to me."

The Simorg said,
" When you have seen a

real throne, it may be that my nest will no

longer seem all that you can desire. It is not

for want of love that I send you away ;
indeed

1 could have wished for nothing better than

that you should have remained here
;
but your

lot in life is otherwise ordered. Take one of

my feathers with you, and if ever you find

yourself in a strait, throw it into the fire, and I
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will come to your help. And do not forget

me, for the love that I have for you breaks my
very heart."

Thus speaking he took him up, and carried

him to his father. When San saw his son, he

perceived that he was worthy of a throne. He
was as strong as a lion

;
his eyelashes were

black, his eyes dark brown, his lips like coral,

his cheeks red as blood. The one fault in him

was his hair. San blessed his son, and clothed

him as became his birth, and gave him a war-

horse to ride, and called his name Zal.

Then the father and the son journeyed

together to pay their court to the great King
Minuchehr, and told him the story. The

King consulted the wise men, who told him

that Zal would become a great hero, both

prudent and brave. These prophecies so

delighted him that he gave San the richest

presents that can be imagined Arab horses

with trappings of gold, Indian swords in gold

scabbards, rubies, pages clothed in brocades of

gold, embroidered with jewels, and, among
other splendid gifts, a throne adorned with

turquoises, and finally a charter that invested
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him with the dominion of India and the

East.

After this San made an expedition against

the Kingdom of Mazenderan, the country of

the Demons, leaving his kingdom in the charge

of Zal, and Zal, having learnt all that he could

from the wise men of the land, resolved to visit

various parts of his dominions. Accordingly,

he came to Cabul, which was a province trib-

utary to his father, and was received with great

honour by Mihrab, prince of that country.

Mihrab would gladly have entertained him,

but Zal said,
"

It is impossible ;
what would

my people say if they heard that I drank wine

and was the guest of an idolater ? Ask me

anything else, and you shall have it."

Now Zal's companions had described to him

Rudabeh, the daughter of Mihrab, as being the

very greatest beauty in the world
;
and it so

happened that Mihrab himself said in his

daughter's presence that there was no hero

under the sun that could be compared to Zal.

Thus the two came to love each other
;
and

their love so increased, that it passed all limits

of reason. But there was this hindrance to
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their marriage, that the lady came of an evil

stock, the race of King Zohak, the cruellest

tyrant that ever had lived upon the earth.

Zal put the matter before his father, and his

father again asked the advice of his wise men.

The wise men consulted the stars, and gave
him this answer: "Great King, we have good
news for you. The marriage of Zal and the

daughter of Mihrab will be fortunate above

all others. They shall have a son who shall

be unmatched for strength and valour, who
shall root out the wicked from the earth. He
shall subdue the Tartars, and raise the king-

dom of the Persians to the heavens."

When he heard this, he sent back the mes-

senger whom Zal had sent to him with this

answer: "This is a foolish passion of thine,

my son
; nevertheless, I will not hinder. Only

we must see what King Minuchehr will say."

King Minuchehr assembled his wise men,

and said to them,
" My fathers broke down the

power of the tyrant Zohak
;
and we must not

let the foolish passion of Zal raise it up again.

Mix these races together, and it will be like

mixing a poison with some precious drug ; and,
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indeed, if the child of these two should be like

his mother rather than his father, there will

be great troubles for Persia. Tell me what I

should do."

But the wise men had no answer to give.

Then the King sent for Prince San, who was

now returning victorious from his expedition.

The Prince came and related to him his adven-

tures
;
but when he would have gone on to

speak of his son and the Princess Rudabeh,

the King interrupted him.
"
Go," he cried,

" and burn with fire the city

of Mihrab. And as for Mihrab, and his family,

let not one of them live. His nobles, his ser-

vants kill them all."

He spoke with such fury that San dared

not answer a single word. He bowed his

head to the ground and departed, setting out

that very day with his army for the land of

Cabul.

Zal heard that he was coming, and went to

meet him. When he came into his father's

presence, he kissed the ground at his feet, and

said,
"
Sire, your justice and goodness make all

men happy except your son. When I was a
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new-born child, you left me to die upon the

mountains; and now what are you intending

to do ? I went to dwell in Cabul by your
orders

;
it was for your pleasure that I per-

formed the journey hither. And now you have

brought an army to lay waste the country

which I inhabit, and to slay the Prince who has

welcomed me. This is the justice that you do

to your son. See, I am in your hands
;
do

with me as you will
;
cut me in pieces if it is

your pleasure. But know that all the harm

you do to Cabul, you do to me."

San answered :

" You are right ; you say

nothing but what is just and right. But wait

and see whether I cannot help you. I will

write a letter to the King, and you shall carry

it to him yourself."

San wrote a letter in which he pleaded the

cause of his son. "
I have behaved very ill to

him once," he said, "and I promised that I

would never again refuse him a request ;
and

now he has set his heart on marriage. For my-
self I have asked neither provinces nor honours;

and for him, great King, I ask only that you
should deal with him after your wisdom."
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Zal carried the letter to the King, who re-

ceived him with all honour and kindness.
" You have brought up again," he said,

" an

old sorrow
; your father's letter troubles me

;

but he and you shall have your desire. Wait

a while till I can consult my wise men."

The wise men spent three whole days and

nights in searching into the secrets of the

heavens. Then they came to the King and

said,
" We have inquired into the movements

of the stars, and they tell us this the child

that shall be born to the son of San and the

daughter of Mihrab shall be a great hero. He
shall have long life, courage, strength, and

glory. No man shall be his match in the

battle or at the banquet. He shall catch lions

in his hunting nets, and roast a wild ass whole

for his meal."

The King said,
"
Keep secret what you have

'told me. I will put the young man's wit to the

proof. Ask him questions that shall try him."

The first sage said to him :

"
I saw twelve

trees, fair and tall. Each puts forth thirty

branches
; and they neither increase nor

diminish."
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The second said :

"
I saw two noble horses,

one as black as a sea of pitch, the other bright

as crystal. They are always running at full

speed, and cannot gain one on the other."

The third said :

"
I saw thirty knights pass-

ing before the King; I counted them and I

found one wanting ;
I counted them again,

and there were thirty."

The fourth said :

"
I saw a garden filled with

green things, and abounding with water. A

strong man came into it, carrying a sharp

scythe. He cut down the green and the dry
alike. If you cried to him for pity he would

not listen."

Zal reflected a while on these questions, and

then answered :

" The twelve fair trees that

have each thirty branches and neither increase

nor diminish are the twelve months, each of

which has thirty days, neither more nor less.

-The two noble horses, of which one is black,

the other white, that are always pursuing each

other, are night and day. They fly like a wild

beast before a dog, and neither gains upon the

other. As for the thirty knights,whose number

seems to want one, but is complete if you count
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it again, it is in this : in every month there is

one moon that is hidden from our eyes, but

when you look again it is there. And the man
with the scythe, who cuts down the green and

the dry alike, who listens to no complainings,

he is time, and we are the grass which he cuts."

The King and all his nobles greatly ap-

plauded the wisdom of Zal. Then the King
would try his strength. He bade some of his

greatest warriors arm themselves, and Zal, on

the other hand, armed himself. Zal looked

among his adversaries for him who was the

most famous and skilful of them all
;
he burst

out of the cloud of dust in which he was

hidden like a leopard, seized his opponent by
the girdle, and lifted him out of his saddle so

lightly that the King and all his people were

astonished. They cried with one voice,
" There was never the equal of Zal !

"
and the

King said,
"
Happy the father of such a son !

Unhappy the mother of him who shall meet

him in battle !

"

So Zal, having proved his wisdom and his

courage to the satisfaction of the King, had his

will, and married the daughter of Mihrab. In
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due time his wife bare him a son
;
but before

the birth she was so near to death that Zal was

in despair. In the midst of his grief he be-

thought him of the feather which the Simorg
had given him. This he took, and put it on

the coals of a brazier
;
before it was consumed

the Simorg appeared.
" Do not vex yourself," said the wise Bird

;

"so mighty a child cannot come into the world

without great trouble. Give the mother this

nut which I have brought with me, having
first pounded it in milk and musk. And give

her also strong drink that she may forget her

pains."

Zal did as the Simorg told him
;
after this

all went well with the mother. When she

awoke they brought her the child. He was

but a day old, and yet he seemed to have been

born a whole year ;
and he was as fair as a

nosegay of lilies and tulips. When his mother

saw him, she smiled upon him, and said,
" He

shall be called Rustem." Now Rustem means

deliverance.



CHAPTER II.

THE FIRST EXPLOITS OF RUSTEM.

THERE was never in the world such a child as

Rustem, the son of Zal. He was fed with the

milk of ten nurses, and when he was weaned,

his food was bread and meat, and he ate as

much as five men. As for his strength and

stature, they were such as never had been seen

before or will be seen again.

One day he was sleeping in his chamber

when he heard outside his door a great cry that

the King's white elephant had broken its chain

and was at liberty, and that the inhabitants of

the palace were in great danger. In a moment
he rushed to seize his grandfather's club, and

prepared to go out. The attendants tried to

stop him. " We dare not incur your father's

rage," they said, "by opening the door. The
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night is dark
;
the elephant has broken his

chain
;
and yet you are going out. What folly

is this !

" Rustem was greatly enraged to be

so hindered, and struck the man who spoke so

terrible a blow between the head and the nape
of the neck, that his head fell off like a ball

with which children play. When he turned to

the others they soon made way for him. Then

he struck the door with his club, and burst the

bolts and bars with a single blow. This done,

he laid the club upon his shoulder, and hastened

after the elephant. As for his warriors, they
were all as frightened of the beast as a lamb is

frightened of a wolf. When the furious beast

saw him, it rushed at him, lifting its trunk to

strike him. Rustem gave it one blow, for only

one was wanted; its legs failed under it and it

fell
; you had said, so vast was it, that a moun-

tain had fallen. Rustem returned to his

chamber and finished his sleep.

The next day Zal, hearing what his son had

done, sent for him, and covered him with

praises.
" My son," he said, "you are yet but

a child, and yet there is no one to match you in

courage and stature. I have an enterprise for
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you to conduct. Many years ago my grand-
father was sent by the King to take an en-

chanted fortress which is situated upon Mount

Sipend, and was killed by a rock that was

thrown upon his head by one of the besieged
after he had attacked it in vain for a whole

year. After this my father San assembled an

army, and marched against the place. But he

could never find the way which led to the place.

It is indeed so well provided that no one need

ever leave it to get anything from without.

San indeed wandered for years over the

deserts, looking for the fortress, but was obliged

at last to return without having avenged his

father's death. Now, my son, it is your turn.

Go in disguise ;
the keepers of the fort will not

know you ;
and when you have made your way

into the fortress, destroy the wretches root

and branch."
"

I will do it," said Rustem.

Zal went on :

"
Disguise yourself as a camel-

driver. Pretend that you are coming in from

the desert, and that you have a cargo of salt

with you. There is nothing in that country
that they value more than salt. Let them once
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hear that this is what you are bringing, and

great and small will welcome you."

Rustem gladly undertook this business. He
.hid the great club with which he had slain the

white elephant in a load of salt, and he chose a

number of companions who were as prudent as

they were brave. Their arms also were hidden in

loads of salt, and so they approached the fortress.

The keeper of the gate saw them from a

distance, and ran to the Prince, saying,
" A

caravan with a number of camel-drivers has

arrived. If you ask me for what purpose they .

have come, I should say that, in my opinion,

they have salt to sell."

Accordingly the Prince sent a messenger to

the master of the caravan, to ask him what

his packages contained.

Rustem said,
" Go back, and tell your

master that I have salt in my packages."
The Prince, on receiving this message, in

great joy ordered the gate to be thrown open,

and Rustem with his camels and their drivers,

and the packages which they had with them,

all entered the fortress. Rustem was cour-

teously greeted by the Prince, and greeted him
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courteously in return. Then he made his way
to the Bazaar, taking his camel-drivers with

him. The people crowded round him, some

with clothing, others with gold and silver; all

were eager for his merchandise
;
and there

was not a thought of fear or suspicion in the

heart of any one of them. When the night

came on Rustem executed his plan of attack.

First, he fell upon the Prince and levelled him

to the ground with a single blow of his club.

There was not a chief in the whole fortress

that could stand before him. Some he struck

down with his club, and some with his sword.

When the morning came there was not a single

man of all the defenders of the fortress that

was not either dead or disabled.

In the middle of the fortress there was a

building of stone with a gate of iron. Rustem

gave a blow of his club to the gate, and it flew

open before him. Within there was a great

vaulted hall, full of gold pieces and pearls.

There never was such a sight in the world.

Rustem sent a message to his father to tell

him of his victory, and to ask him what he

should do.
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Zal wrote back to this effect :

"
I send you

herewith two thousand camels to carry away

your booty. Load them with all that is pre-

cious, and then burn the place with fire."

This Rustem did. He loaded the camels

with precious stones, and gold, and costly

swords, chains and girdles, pearls and jewels

worthy of a king, and Chinese brocades richly

embroidered with figures. This done, he set

fire to the fortress, and so departed.

All this Rustem did while he was yet a

child.



CHAPTER III.

RUSTEM AND HIS HORSE RAKSH.

WniLERustem was growing to manhood, Persia

suffered great troubles. First the good King
Minuchehr died, and his successor, his son

Newder, exercised his power very ill. When
the news of this change came to the King of

the Tartars,he conceived the idea of conquering
the country for himself and avenging the

Tartars, for all that they had ever suffered at

the hands of the Persians. Accordingly he

sent for his son Afrasiab, who was next to him-

self in the kingdom, and asked his advice.

Afrasiab gave his voice for war, and though
his younger brother counselled peace, he pre-

vailed. So whent he plains were covered with

the green freshness of spring, the army of the

Tartars set forth.
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It was an unlucky hour for Persia, for the

great hero San was just dead, and Zal, the

white-haired, his son, was busy with his burial,

and Rustem was sick. Nevertheless, King
Newder raised as great an army as he could,

and came to meet the invaders. On the first

day of the battle, a Tartar champion, Barman

by name, rode forth and challenged all the

Persians to single combat. There was no one

to answer except Kobad, who was the oldest

warrior in the army. The old Kobad was

killed, and afterwards the two armies fought

together till the darkness separated them.

That night the two armies rested on the field

of battle, and the next morning they renewed

the conflict. A terrible struggle it was, and

nothing in it was more dreadful than when King
Newderhimselfcharged out of his army to meet

Afrasiab. They threw javelins at each other
;

they met with their lances
; they even closed

with each other like two serpents. At last, as

night was coming on, Afrasiab began to prevail,

and the king could scarcely escape. That day
the Persians suffered far more loss than did

their enemies
;
and when the darkness put an



RUSTEM AND HIS HORSE RAKSH. I4 1

end for a while to the battle, they were greatly

discouraged.

The king sent for two of his sons, and said

to them " My sons, the evil which my father

prophesied has come upon us. He said : 'An

army of Tartars will invade Persia and you
will be defeated.' Go to Mount Alburz, and

there gather such as are still faithful to our

house
;
but go in secret, lest the army be dis-

couraged. I know not whether I shall see you

again ;
I shall try my fortune once more. Be

brave, be prudent ;
and if ye hear bad news of

me, know that it has been the will of heaven

to afflict me." So saying, he embraced his

sons and sent them away.
For two days the armies rested. Early in

the morning of the third the battle began

again. From morning till evening it raged so

fiercely that the ground could not be seen for

the dead. In the end the Persians suffered a

great defeat
; and, indeed, before many days

were past, King Newder himself fell into the

hands of Afrasiab, who slew him in a fit of

rage on hearing that some of his bravest

warriors had been killed by the Persians.
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Some time after these things had happened,
certain Persian nobles came to Zal and said

" The people are without a king; the Tartars

oppress us, and you do not help us out of our

troubles."

Zal said :

" All my days I have feared

nothing but old age ;
now it has come upon

me, my back is bowed
;

I cannot wield the

sword. But, thanks to God, the stump has

put forth a noble shoot. My son Rustem will

do all that you desire. But first I must find

him a war-horse
;
the Arab horses are not

strong enough for him."

Zal then called Rustem to him, and said :

" My son, you are not yet come to the age of a

soldier" for he was yet but a boy
" can you

meet the Tartar nobles on the field of battle ?

What say you ?
"

" My father," said Rustem,
" have you for-

gotten how I took the fortress of Mount

Sipend, and killed the white elephant ? It

would be a great disgrace if I were to be

afraid of Afrasiab and his Tartars."

Still Zal* was in doubt. "I remember, my
son, what you have done

;
and yet I cannot
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help trembling. At your years you should be

delighting yourself with music and song ; you
are not yet ready for battle."

Rustem answered "
I am not one to find

any pleasure in peace. Give me the field of

battle, and you shall see what I can do. But

I must have a horse as strong as a mountain,

which none but I shall be able to bridle
;
and

I must have a club such as none but I shall be

able to wield."

Zal was delighted with this answer, and sent

immediately to Zabulistan and Cabul for all the

finest horses that could be found in them.

They were all made to pass before Rustem, to

whom the attendants explained the royal marks

which were upon them. But every horse that

Rustem took hold of, and put his hand upon its

back, bent under the weight of his arm, till its

belly touched the ground. At last came a

herd of horses from Cabul, and in it was a grey
mare. She was as strong as a lioness

;
but her

height was but small. She was followed by a

foal larger than herself. Its eyes were black and

bright one could have seen them a mile away
at night its tail was arched, its hoofs were like
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steel. Its colour was saffron, with red spots.

It was as strong as an elephant, as tall as a

camel, and as vigorous as a lion. As soon as

Rustem saw the colt, he made a knot in his

lasso, and prepared to separate it from the rest

of the herd. The keeper said to him
" Noble sir, do not take that animal

; that

belongs to another."

Rustem said,
" To whom, then, does this

horse belong ? I see no mark on his quarter."
" There is no need to look for a mark," said

the old herdsman
;

" the horse is famous

enough. He is as light as water, and as swift

as fire. We call him ' Raksh
'

' Rustem's

Raksh,' but we do not know who is his master.

It is three years since he has been able to bear

a saddle, and many nobles have desired to

have him. But as soon as his mother sees a

man's lasso, she runs up like a lioness to fight

him. We do not know what secret is hidden

under all this
;
but take care, young man, to

have nothing to do with this savage beast;

she will tear the heart out of a lion, and the

skin off a leopard's back."

No sooner had Rustem heard this, than he
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threw his lasso, and caught the spotted colt..

The mare ran at him like a wild elephant, and

would have seized his head in her teeth
;
but

Rustem roared at her with so terrible a voice,

that she stood still in astonishment. And as

she stood, he dealt her a great blow on the

head with his fist, so that she rolled in the dust.

When she got up again, she sprang away and

hid herself in the herd. Rustem tightened the

knot of the lasso, and then pressed one of his

hands with all his might on the colt's back.

Raksh did not bend under it
;
one would have

said, indeed, that he did not feel it. Rustem

said to himself
" That is my place ;

there I shall do great

things."

He jumped on the colt's back, and said to

the herdsman
" Tell me what is the price of this horse."
"

If you are Rustem," answered the herds-

man, "mount him, and redress the wrongs of

your country. His price is the land of Persia."

It was thus that Rustem got his great horse

Raksh
;
never was there one that was swifter,

or more sagacious, or more tractable.



CHAPTER IV.

RUSTEM FIGHTS WITH AFRASIAB.

ZAL marched with his army against the Tartars,

Rustem leading the way. When he was within

a few miles of the enemy, he assembled the

veteran chiefs, and said

" We have a great army ;
we have brave

soldiers and wise counsellors
;
but we want

union because we have no king. There is such

a one as we want, the wise men tell me, at

Mount Alburz
;
he is tall and strong, a lover of

justice and truth, and he is of the royal race."

All the chiefs approved. Then Zal said to

Rustem
" Go at once to Mount Alburz

;
do homage

to Prince Keikobad, but do not stay with him
;

you must be back in fourteen days and tell

him that the army is asking for its king."
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Rustem, in great joy, leapt upon the back of

Raksh, and rode off at full speed. A number

of Tartars had posted themselves upon the

road, and attacked him. Club in hand, he fell

upon them, and struck many to the ground,

and drove the rest before him, so that they

returned to Afrasiab full of terror.

Rustem meanwhile went on his way. When
he was now about a mile from Mount Alburz,

he saw a splendid palace standing in a beauti-

ful garden. Near a fountain was placed a

throne, on which sat a young man of singular

beauty, with a circle of nobles round him.

They invited Rustem to alight from his horse,

and drink a cup of wine with them.

Rustem thanked them'courteously, but said

"
I am bound for Mount Alburz on an errand

of great importance, nor must I delay for an

hour. All the borders of Persia are overrun

with enemies ;
in every house there is mourn-

ing, for the throne is without a king."
"

If you are on your way to Mount Alburz,"

they said to him,
"

tell us who it is whom you

want, and we will take you to him."
" There is there a king of the pure royal
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race," answered Rustem
;

"
his name is Kei'ko-

bad. Tell me, if any one of you know, where

I can find him."
"

I know him," cried one of the young men ;

" come in, and I will tell you his character."

When Rustem learnt that he was to hear

tidings about Kei'kobad, he leapt from his horse,

and went to where the nobles were sitting

under the shade of the trees by the fountain.

The young man who had spoken to him

seated himself on a chair, and holding Rustem's

hand in one of his hands, filled with the other

a cup of wine. He drank it to his guests, and

gave another cup to Rustem.
" You ask me," he said,

" about Kei'kobad.

How do you know his name?
"

"
Prince," said he,

"
I bring good tidings.

The nobles of Persia have chosen Kei'kobad

to be their king ; and my father, Zal, who is

the chief among them, said to me ' Ride to

Mount Alburz, find Kei'kobad, and pay him

homage on our behalf.' Tell me, then, where

I can find him."

The young man smiled and said,
"

I am
Keikobad."
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Rustem bowed his head, and coming down

from his seat did homage to the King. The

King called for a cup of wine, and touched it

with his lips in Rustem's honour and Rustem

drained a cup in honour of the King.
The King said "

See, my dream has come

true; last night I dreamed that two falcons

came to me by way of Persia, carrying a

shining crown, and put it on my head. This

is the reason why I assembled these nobles to

meet you to-day."

The very same hour the two set out for

- Persia with a troop of horsemen. But when

they came near the advanced posts of the

Tartars, Kaloun, the great Tartar chief, came

out to attack them.

When the King saw him and his. followers,

he was for giving him battle. But Rustem

said

"My lord, it does not become your greatness
to fight in such a battle. My horse and my
club, with God to help me, will be enough to

deal with these enemies."

So saying he gave the rein to Raksh, and

charged the Tartars. He caught one trooper
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from his horse, and striking another with the

man as if he were a club dashed out his brains.

He tore the riders out of their saddles, one

after another, and dashed them upon the

ground with such force as to break their skulls

and necks and backs. Kaloun thought that

it was a demon who had broken his chains,

and was riding about with a club in his hand

and a lasso fastened to his saddle. He charged

him, struck him with his spear, and cut the

fastenings of his cuirass. But Rustem, reach-

ing out his hand, caught hold of Kaloun's

spear, tore it from him, and struck him out

of his saddle with it. Then as he lay upon
the ground, he made Raksh trample on him

till his brains were trodden out of his skull.

When the Tartars saw their chief treated in

this fashion, they turned their backs and fled.

Rustem and the King rode on till they came

to Zal. Seven days they feasted and took

counsel with the nobles, and on the eighth

day Kei'kobad was crowned King of Persia.

A few days afterwards the Persian army
marched against the Tartars, and joined battle

with them. When the conflict had lasted tot
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some time, Rustem said to his father,
" Tell

me, my father, where is that villainous Prince,

Afrasiab ? What dress does he wear? Where

does he set up his standard ? Yonder I see a

bright violet flag; is it his?"

"My son," said Zal, "listen to me. This

Tartar Afrasiab is as strong and as fierce as

a dragon. Beware of him. His flag is black;

his coat of mail is black, and he has an iron

badge on his arm. His armour is of iron

embossed with gold ;
and he has a black plume

on his helmet."

Rustem answered,
" Have no fear on my

account. I will catch him by the girdle, and

drag him hither with his face upon the earth."

So saying he set spurs to Raksh. Afrasiab

saw him scouring the plain, and, astonished at

his youth, said to his nobles,
" Who is this

dragon that has broken its chain ? I do not

know his name."
"

It is the son of Zal, the son of San," said

they.
" Do you not see that he has the club

of San in his hand ?
"

Afrasiab galloped in front of his army.
When Rustem saw him, he pulled up his
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horse and put his club over his shoulder ;
but

when Afrasiab came near him, he let it hang
down from his saddle, and caught the Prince

by the girdle ;
he wished to drag him out of

his saddle, and carry him off as the prize of

his day's fighting. But, what with the weight
of the King and Rustem's strong arm, the

leather of the girdle broke. Afrasiab fell

head foremost to the ground, and his nobles

made a ring round him. When Rustem saw

that the King had escaped him in this fashion,

he bit the back of his hand and said,
" Why

did I not lay hold under the armpits and carry

him off, girdle and all ?"

Meanwhile Afrasiab had been mounted by
his attendants on a swift horse, and had es-

caped by way of the desert, leaving his army
to shift for itself. And indeed it fared ill that

day. Zal and Mihrab, the Prince of Cabul,

and all the Persians and their allies, did won-

ders of valour. Many they killed, and many
they took prisoners. But there was no one

who could be compared to Rustem, who slew

with his own hand as many as a whole army

might have slain.
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Meanwhile Afrasiab rode with all speed to

the court of the King his father.

" My father," he said,
" there is among the

Persian warriors a youth such as cannot be

matched elsewhere. He saw my standard,

and rushing upon me caught me from my
saddle you would have said that I weighed
no more than a fly. By good fortune the

buckle of my girdle broke, and I escaped by
the help of my nobles. But I am as nothing
in his hands, and yet you know that I have

some courage and strength. I say then

make peace with the Persians
;
for this man

there is no resisting. You thought that the

war was nothing more than a game ;
but it is

a game of which your army has had enough."
The King was astonished to hear the fierce

Afrasiab speak words of wisdom. Forthwith

he wrote a letter to Kei'kobad. " There has

been war enough," he said,
"
let us have peace.

Let the Tartars keep to their borders and the

Persians to theirs. Then the two nations shall

have rest and happiness." This letter he

sealed, and sent by a messenger to Kei'kobad.

When the King had read it, he said :

"
It is
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not I who was the first to raise my hand

against the Tartars. Afrasiab came across our

border, and killed Newder our king. Never-

theless, if you repent of your misdeeds and

desire peace, I will not refuse it."

So peace was made between the Persians

and the Tartars.



CHAPTER V.

HOW KING KAOtiS MARCHED AGAINST THE LAND
OF THE GENII.

KING KEIKOBAD died, and his son Kaous sat

upon his throne. At first he was a moderate

and prudent prince ;
but finding his riches

increase, and his armies grow more and more

numerous, he began to believe that there was

no one equal to- him in the whole world, and

that he could do what he would. One day as

he sat drinking in one of the chambers of his

palace, and boasting after his custom, a Genius,

disguised as a minstrel, came to the King's

Chamberlain, and desired to be admitted to

the Royal presence.
"

I came," he said,
" from

the country of the Genii, and I am a sweet

singer. Maybe the King, if he was to hear

me, would give me a post in his court."
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The Chamberlain went to the King, and said,
" There is a minstrel at the gate ;

he has aharp
in his hand, and his voice is marvellously sweet."

"
Bring him up," said the King.

So they brought him in, and gave him a place

among the musicians, and commanded that he

should give them a trial of his powers. So

the minstrel, after playing a prelude on his

harp, sang a song of the land of the Genii.
" There is no land in all the world "-this

was the substance of his song
"
like Mazan-

deran, the land of the Genii. All the year

round the rose blooms in its gardens and the

hyacinth on its hills. It knows no heat nor

cold, only an eternal spring. The nightingales

sing in its thicket, and through its valleys

wander the deer, and the water of its stream

is as the water of roses, delighting the soul

with its perfume. Of its treasures there is no

end
;
the whole country is covered with gold and

embroidery and jewels. No man can say that

he is happy unless he has seen Mazanderan."

When the King heard this song, he im-

mediately conceived the thought of marching

against this wonderful country. Turning, there-
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fore, to his warriors, he said :

" We are given

over to feasting ;
but the brave must not suffer

himself to rest in idleness. I am wealthier

and, I doubt not, stronger than all the kings

that have gone before me
;

it becomes me also

to surpass them in my achievements. We
will conquer the Land of Genii."

The warriors of the King were little pleased

to hear such talk from his lips. No one

ventured to speak, but their hearts were full

of trouble and fear, for they had no desire to

fight against the Genii.
" We are your subjects, O King," they said,

"and will do as you desire." But when they

were by themselves, and could speak openly,

they said one to another,
" What a trouble is

this that has come of our prosperous fortune !

Unless by good fortune the King forgets in

his cups this purpose of his, we and the whole

country are lost. Jemshid, whom the Genii

and the Peris and the very birds of the air

used to obey, never ventured to talk in this

fashion of Mazanderan, or to seek war against

the Genii
;
and Feridun, though he was the

wisest of kings, and skilful in all magical arts,
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never cherished such a plan." So they sat,

overwhelmed with anxiety.

At last one of them said,
" My friends, there

is only one way of escaping from this danger.

Let us send a swift dromedary to Zal of the

white hair, with this message :

'

Though your
head be covered with dust, do not stay to wash

it, but come.' Perhaps Zal will give the King
wise advice, and, telling him that this plan of

his is nothing but a counsel of Satan, will per-

suade him to change his purpose. Otherwise

we are lost, small and great."

The nobles listened to this advice, and sent a

messenger to Zal, mounted on aswiftdromedary.
When Zal heard what had happened, he said :

" The King is self-willed. He has not yet felt

either the cold or the heat of the world. He
thinks that all men, great and small, tremble at

his sword, and it must needs be that he learn

better by experience. However, I will go ;
I

will give him the best advice that I can. If he

will be persuaded by me, it will be well
;
but if

not, the way is open, and Rustem shall go with

his army." All night long he revolved these

matters in his heart. The next morning he
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went his way, and arrived at the court of the

King.

The King received him with all honour,

bade him sit by his side, and inquired how he

had borne the fatigue of his journey, and of the

welfare of Rustem, his son. Then Zal spoke
"

I have heard, my lord, that you are forming

plans against the Land of the Genii. Will it

please you to listen to me ? There have been

mighty kings before you, but never during all

my years, which now are many, has any one of

them conceived in his heart such a design as

this. This land is inhabited by Genii that are

skilful in all magical arts. They can lay such

bonds upon men that no one is able to hurt

them. No sword is keen enough to cut them

through ;
riches and wisdom and valour are

alike powerless against them. I implore you,

therefore, not to waste your riches, and the

riches of your country and the blood of your

warriors, on so hopeless an enterprise."

The King answered,
" Doubtless it is true

that the kings my predecessors never ventured

to entertain such a plan. But am I not superior

to them in courage, in power, and wealth ?
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Had they such warriors as you, and Rustem

your son ? Do not think to turn me from my
purpose. I will go against the country of these

accursed magicians, and verily I will not leave

one single soul alive in it, for they are an evil

race. If you do not care to come with me, at

least refrain from advising me to sit idle upon

my throne."

When Zal heard this answer, he said: "You
are the King, and we are your slaves. What-

ever you ordain is right and just, and it is

only by thy good pleasure that we breathe and

move. I have said what was in my heart.

All that remains now is to obey, and to pray
that the Ruler of the world may prosper your
counsels."

Whenhe had thus spoken, Zal took leave of

the King, and departed for his own country.

The very next day the King set out with

his army for the Land of the Genii, and, after

marching for several days, pitched his tent at

the foot of Mount Asprus, and held a great

revel all the night long with his chiefs. The
next morning he said, "Choose me two thousand

men who will break down the gates of Mazan-
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deran with their clubs. And take care that

when you have taken the city you spare neither

young nor old, for I will rid the world of these

magicians." They did as the King commanded,
and in a short space of time the city, which was

before the richest and most beautiful in the

whole world, was made into a desert.

When the King of Mazanderan heard of

these things he called a messenger, and said :

" Go to the White Genius and say to him,
' The Persians have come with 'a great army
and are destroying everything. Make haste

and help me, or there will be nothing left to

preserve.'
'

The White Genius said,
" Tell the King not

to be troubled
;

I will see to these Persians."

That same night the whole army of King
Kaoiis was covered with a wonderful cloud.

The sky was dark as pitch, and there fell from

it such a terrible storm of hailstones that

no one could stand against them. When the

next morning came, lo ! the King and all that

had not fled for many fled to their own coun-

try or been killed by the hailstones, were

blind. Seven days they remained terrified
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and helpless. On the eighth day they heard

the voice, loud as a clap of thunder, of the

White Genius.
"
King," said he,

"
you coveted the land of

Mazanderan, you entered the city, you slew

and took prisoners many of the people ;
but

you did not know what I could do. And now,

see, you have your desire. Your lot is of your
own contriving."

The White Genius then gave over the King
and his companions to the charge of an army
of twelve thousand Genii, and commanded that

they should be kept in prison, and have just

so much food given them as should keep them

alive from day to day. Kaoiis, however, con-

trived to send by one of his warriors a message
to Zal the White-haired, telling him of all the

troubles that had come upon him. When Zal

heard the news he was cut to the heart, and

sent without delay for Rustem. "
Rustem,"

said he,
"
this is no time for a man to eat and

drink and take his pleasure. The King is

in the hands of Satan, and we must deliver

him. As for me, I am old and feeble
;
but you

are of the age for war. Saddle Raksh, your
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horse, and set forth without a moment's delay.

The White Genius must not escape the

punishment of his misdeeds at your hands."

"The way is long," said Rustem
;
"how

shall I go?"
" There are two ways," answered Zal,

" and

both are difficult and dangerous. The King
went by the longer way. The other is by far

the shorter, a two weeks' march and no more
;

but it is full of lions and evil Genii, and it is

surrounded by darkness. Still, I would have

you go by it. God will be your helper ;
and

difficult as the way may be, it will have an end,

and your good horse Raksh will accomplish it.

And if it be the will of Heaven that you should

fall by the hand of the White Genius, who can

change the ordering of destiny ? Sooner or

later, we must all depart, and death should be

no trouble to him who has filled the earth with

his glory."
"
My father, I am ready to do your bidding,"

said Rustem. "
Nevertheless, the heroes of

old cared not to go of their own accord into

the land of death
;
and it is only he who is

weary of life that throws himself in the way
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of a roaring lion. Still I go, and I ask for no

help but from the justice of God. With that

on my side I will break the charm of the

magicians. The White Genius himself shall

not escape me."

Rustem armed himself, and went on his way.



CHAPTER VI.

THE SEVEN ADVENTURES OF RUSTEM.

RUSTEM made such speed that he accomplished
two days' journey in one. But at last, finding

himself hungry and weary, and seeing that

there were herds of wild asses in the plain

which he was traversing, he thought that he

would catch one of them for his meal, and rest

for the night. So pressing his knees into his

horse's side he pursued one of them. There

was no escape for the swiftest beast when

Rustem was mounted on Raksh, and in a

very short time a wild ass was caught with the

lasso. Rustem struck a light with a flint

stone, and making a fire with brambles and

branches of trees, roasted the ass and ate it for

his meal. This done he took the bridle from

his horse, let him loose to graze upon the plain,

and prepared to sleep himself in a bed of
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rushes. Now in the middle of this bed of

rushes was a lion's lair, and at the end of the

first watch the lion came back, and was as-

tonished to see lying asleep on the rushes a

man as tall as an elephant, with a horse stand-

ing near him. The lion said to himself,
"

I

must first tear the horse, and then the rider will

be mine whenever I please." So he leapt at

Raksh
;
but the horse darted at him like a

flash of fire, and struck him on the head with

his fore-feet. Then he seized him by the back

with his teeth, and battered him to pieces on

the earth. When Rustem awoke and saw the

dead lion, which indeed was of a monstrous

size, he said to Raksh, "Wise beast, who bade

you fight with a lion? If you had fallen under

his claws, how should I have carried to Maz-

anderan this cuirass and helmet, this lasso, my
bow and my sword ?

" Then he went to sleep

again ;
but awaking at sunrise, saddled Raksk

and went on his way.
He had now to accomplish the most difficult

part of his journey across a waterless desert, so

hot that the very birds could not live in it.

Horse and rider were both dying of thirst, and







THE SEVEN ADVENTURES OF RUSTEM. 167

Rustem, dismounting, could scarcely struggle

along while he supported his steps by his spear.

When he had almost given up all hope, he saw a

well-nourished ram pass by.
"
Where," said he

to himself,
"

is the reservoir from which this

creature drinks ?
"

Accordingly he followed the

ram's footsteps, holding his horse's bridle in

one hand and his sword in the other, and the

ram led him to a spring. Then Rustem lifted

up his eyes to heaven and thanked God for

His mercies; afterwards he blessed the ram,

saying,
" No harm come to thee for ever !

May the grass of the valleys and the desert be

always green for thee, and may the bow of him

that would hunt thee be broken, for thou hast

saved Rustem
; verily without thee he would

have been torn to pieces by the wild beasts of

the desert."

After this he caught another wild ass, and

roasted him for his meal. Then having bathed

in the spring, he lay down to sleep ;
but before

he lay down, he said to Raksh, his horse :

" Do not seek quarrel or friendship with any.

If an enemy come, run to me
;
and do not fight

either with Genius or lion."
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After this he slept ;
and Raksh now grazed,

and now galloped about over the plain.

Now it so happened that there was a great

dragon that had its bed in this part of the

desert. So mighty a beast was it, that not

even a Genius had dared to pass by that way.

The dragon was astonished to see a man asleep

and a horse by his side, and began to make

its way to the horse. Raksh did as he had

been bidden, and running towards his master,

stamped with his feet upon the ground. Rus-

tem awoke, and seeing nothing when he looked

about him for the dragon meanwhile had dis-

appeared was not a little angry. He rebuked

Raksh, and went to sleep again. Then th<

dragon came once more out of the darkness,

and the horse ran with all speed to his master,

tearing up the ground and kicking. A secon<

time the sleeper awoke, but as he saw nothing

but darkness round him, he was greatly en-

raged, and said to his faithful horse
" Why do you disturb me ? If it wearies yoi

to see me asleep, yet you cannot bring the night

to an end. I said that if a lion came to attacl

you, I would protect you ;
but I did not tell
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you to trouble me in this way. Verily, if you
make such a noise again, I will cut off your
head and go on foot, carrying all my arms and

armour with me to Mazanderan."

A third time Rustem slept, and a third time

the dragon came. This time Raksh, who did

not venture to come near his master, fled over

the plain ;
he was equally afraid of the dragon

and of Rustem. Still his love for his master

did not suffer him to rest. He neighed and

tore up the earth, till Rustem woke up again in

a rage. But this time God would not suffer the

dragon to hide himself, and Rustem saw him

through the darkness, and, drawing his sword,

rushed at him.

But first he said " Tell me your name
; my

hand must not tear your soul from your body
before I know your name."

The dragon said " No man can ever save

himself from my claws
;

I have dwelt in this

desert for ages, and the very eagles have not

dared to fly across. Tell me then your name,

bold man. Unhappy is the mother that bare

you."
"

I am Rustem, son of Zal of the white hair,"
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said the hero,
" and there is nothing on earth

that I fear."

Then the dragon threw itself upon Rustem.

But the horse Raksh laid back his ears, and

began to tear the dragon's back with his teeth,

just as a lion might have torn it.

The hero stood astonished for a while
; then,

drawing his sword, severed the monster's head

from his body. Then, having first performed
his ablutions, he returned thanks to God, and

mounting on Raksh, went his way.

All that day he travelled across the plain, and

came at sunset to the land of the magicians.

Just as the daylight was disappearing, he spied

a delightful spot for his night's encampment.
There were trees and grass, and a spring of

water. And beside the spring there was a

flagon of red wine, and a roast kid, with bread

and salt and confectionery neatly arranged.

Rustem dismounted, unsaddled his horse, and

looked with astonishment at the provisions thus

prepared. It was the meal of certain magicians,

who had vanished when they saw him approach.

Of this he knew nothing, but sitting down

without question, filled a cup with wine, and
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taking a harp which he found lying, by the

side of the flagon, sang

" The scourge of the wicked am I,

And my days still in battle go by ;

Not for me is the red wine that glows

In the reveller's cup, nor the rose

That blooms in the land of delight ;

But with monsters and demons to fight."

The music and the voice of the singer reached

the ears of a witch that was in those parts.

Forthwith, by her art, she made her face as fair

as spring, and, approaching Rustem, asked him

how he fared, and sat down by his side. The
hero thanked heaven that he had thus found in

the desert such good fare and excellent com-

pany for he did not know that the lovely

visitor was a witch. He welcomed her, and

handed her a cup of wine
; but, as he handed

it, he named the name of God, and at the

sound her colour changed, and she became as

black as charcoal.

When Rustem saw this, quick as the wind

he threw his lasso over her head.
" Confess who you are," he cried

;

" show

yourself in your true shape."
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Then the witch was changed into a decrepid,

wrinkled old woman. Rustem cut her in halves

with a blow of his sword.

The next day he continued his journey with

all the speed that he could use, and came to a

place where it was utterly dark. Neither sun,

nor moon, nor stars could be seen
;
and all that

the hero could do was to let the reins fall on his

horse's neck, and ride on as chance might direct.

In time he came to a most delightful country

where the sun was shining brightly, and where

the ground was covered with green. Rustem

took off his cuirass of leopard skin, and his

helmet, and let Raksh find pasture where he

could in the fertile fields, and lay down to sleep.

When the keeper of the fields saw the horse

straying among them and feeding, he was filled

with rage, and running up to the hero, dealt

him with his stick a great blow upon the feet.

Rustem awoke.
" Son of Satan," said the keeper,

"
why do

you let your horse stray in the corn-fields ?
"

Rustem leaped upon the man, and without

littering a single word good or bad, wrenched

his ears from his head.
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Now the owner of this fertile country was a

young warrior of renown named Aulad. The

keeper ran up to him with his ears in his hand,

and said
" There has come to this place a son of

Satan, clad in a cuirass of leopard skin, with

an iron helmet. I was going to drive his horse

out of the corn-fields, when he leaped upon me,

tore my ears from my head without saying a

single word, and then lay down to sleep again."

Aulad was about to go hunting with his

chiefs
;
but when he heard the keeper's story

he altered his plan, and set out to the place

where he heard that Rustem had been seen.

Rustem, as soon as he saw him approach, and a

great company with him, ran to Raksh, leaped

on his back, and rode forward. Aulad said to

him,
" Who are you ? What are you doing

here ? Why did you pluck off my keeper's

ears and let your horse feed in the corn-fields ?
"

"If you were to hear my name," said Rustem,

"it would freeze the blood in your heart."

So saying he drew his sword, and fastening

his lasso to the bow of his saddle, rushed as a

lion rushes into the midst of a herd of oxen.
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With every blow of his sword he cut off a

warrior's head, till the whole of Aulad's com-

pany was either slain or scattered. Aulad him-

self he did not kill, but throwing his lasso,

caught him by the neck, dragged him from his

horse, and bound his hands. "
Now," said he,

"
if you will tell me the truth, and, without at-

tempting to deceive, will show me where the

White Genius dwells, and will guide me to

where King Kaoiis is kept prisoner, then I will

make you King of Mazanderan. But if you

speak a word of falsehood you die."

"
It is well," said Aulad

;

"
I will do what you

desire. I will show you where the King is

imprisoned. It is four hundred miles from this

place ;
and four hundred miles further, a difficult

and dangerous way,is the dwelling of the White

Genius. It is a cavern so deep that no mere

man has ever sounded it, and lies between

two mountains. Twelve thousand Genii watch

it during the night, for the White Genius is the

chief and master of all his tribe. You will find

him a terrible enemy, and, for all your strong

arms and hands, your keen sword, your lance

and your club, you will scarcely be able to
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conquer him
;
and when you have conquered

him, there will still be much to be done. In

the city of the King of Mazanderan there are

thousands of warriors, and not a coward among
them

;
and besides these, there are two hundred

war-elephants. Were you made of iron, could

you venture to deal alone with these sons of

Satan ?
"

Rustem smiled when he heard this, and said,
" Come with me, and you will see what a single

man, who puts his trust in God, can do. And
now show me first the way to the King's

prison."



CHAPTER VII.

THE SEVEN ADVENTURES OF RUSTEM

(continued).

RUSTEM mounted on Raksh, and rode gaily

forward, and Aulad ran in front of him. For

a whole day and night he ran, nor ever grew
tired, till they reached the foot of Mount Asprus,

where King Kaous had fallen into the power of

the Genii. About midnight they heard a great

beating of drums, and saw many fires blaze up.

Rustem said to Aulad,
" What mean these

fires that are blazing up to right and left of us ?"

Aulad answered, "This is the way into

Mazanderan. The great Genius Arzeng must

be there."

Then Rustem went to sleep ;
and when he

woke in the morning he took his lasso and

fastened Aulad to the trunk of a tree. Then

hanging his grandfather's club to his saddle-

bow, he rode on.
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His conflict with Arzeng, the chief of the

army of the Genii, was soon finished. As he

approached the camp he raised his battle cry.

His shout was loud enough, one would have

said, to split the very mountains, and Arzeng,
when he heard it, rushed out of his tent.

Rustem set spurs to his horse, and galloping

up to the Genius, caught him by the head, tore

it from the body, and threw it into the midst of

the army. When the Genii saw it, and caught

sight also of the great club, they fled in the

wildest confusion, fathers trampling upon their

sons in their eagerness to escape. The hero put

the whole herd of them to the sword, and then

returned as fast as he could to the place where

he had left Aulad bound to the tree. He
unloosed the knots of the lasso, and bidding
him lead the way to the prison-house of the

King, set spurs to Raksh, Aulad running in

front as before.

When they entered the town, Raksh neighed.

His voice was as loud as thunder, and the King
heard it, and in a moment understood all that

had happened. "That is the voice of Raksh,"

he said to the Persians that were with him
;
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" our evil days are over. This was the way in

which he neighed in King Kobad's time, when

he made war on the Scythians."

The Persians said to themselves, "Our poor

King has lost his senses, or he is dreaming.
There is no help for us." But they had hardly

finished speaking when the hero appeared, and

did homage to the King. Kaous embraced him,

and then said: "If you are to help me, you
must go before the Genii know of your coming.
So soon as the White Genius shall hear of the

fall of Arzeng, he will assemble such an army of

his fellows as shall make all your pains and

labour lost. But you must know that you have

great difficulties to overcome. First, you must

cross seven mountains, all of them occupied by

troops of Genii
;
then you will see before you

a terrible cavern more terrible, I have heard

say, than any other place in the world. The
entrance to it is guarded by warrior Genii, and

in it dwells the White Genius himself. He is

both the terror and the hope of his army. Con-

quer him, and all will be well. A wise physician

tells me that the only remedy for my blindness

is to drop into my eyes three drops of the White
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Genius' blood. Go and conquer, if you would

save your King."
Without any delay Rustem set forth, Raksh

carrying him like the wind. When he reached

the great cavern, he said to Aulad, who had

guided him on his way as before,
" The time of

conflict is come. Show me the way."

Aulad answered,
" When the sun shall grow

hot, the Genii will go to sleep. That will be

your time to conquer them."

Rustem waited till the sun was at its highest,

and then went forth to battle. The Genii that

were on guard fled at the sound of his voice,

and he went on without finding any to resist

him till he came to the great cavern of which

the King had spoken. It was a terrible place

to see, and he stood for a while with his sword

in his hand, doubting what he should do. No
one would choose such a spot for battle, and as

for escaping from it, that was beyond all hope.

Long he looked into the darkness, and at last

he saw a monstrous shape which seemed to

reach across the whole breadth of the cave. It

was the White Genius that was lying asleep.

Rustem did not attempt to surprise him in his
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sleep, but woke him by shouting his battle cry.

When the White Genius saw him he rushed at

once to do battle with him. First he caught

up from the ground a stone as big as a mill-

stone and hurled it at him. For the first time

Rustem felt a thrill of fear, so terrible was

his enemy. Nevertheless, gathering all his

strength, he struck at him a great blow with

his sword and cut off one of his feet. The

monster, though having but one foot, leapt

upon him like a wild elephant, and seized him

by the breast and arms, hoping to throw him

to the ground, and tore from his body great

morsels of flesh, so that the whole place was

covered with blood. Rustem said to himself,
"

If I escape to-day I shall live forever;
"
and

the White Genius thought,
" Even if I do

deliver myself from the claws of this dragon,

shall never see Mazanderan again." Still h

did not lose courage, but continued to strug

gle against the hero with all his might.
So the two fought together, the blood and

sweat running from them in great stream

At last Rustem caught the Genius round th

body, and, putting out all his strength, hurled

id

;
id



Rustem Slaying the White Genius.





THE SEVEN ADVENTURES OF RUSTEM. 181

him to the ground with such force that his soul

was driven out of his body. Then he plunged
his poniard into the creature's heart, and tore

the liver out of his body. This done he

returned to Aulad, whom he had left bound

with his lasso, loosed him, and set out for the

place were he had left the King. But first

Aulad said to him,
"

I have the marks of your
bonds upon me

; my body is bruised with the

knots of your lasso
;

I beseech you to respect
the promise which you made me of a reward.

A hero is bound to keep his word."

Rustem said :

"
I promised that you should

be King of Mazanderan, and King you shall be.

But I have much to do before my word can be

kept. I have a great battle to fight, in which I

may be conquered, and I must rid this country
of the magicians with whom it is encumbered.

But be sure that, when all is done, I will not

fail of the promises which I have made."

So Rustem returned to King Kaotis, and,

dropping the blood of the White Genius into

his eyes, gave him back his sight. Seven days
the King and his nobles feasted together,
Rustem having the chief place. On the
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eighth day they set out to clear the country
of the accursed race of magicians. When

they had done this, the King said,
" The guilty

have now been punished. Let no others suffer.

And now I will send a letter to the King of

Mazanderan."

So the King wrote a letter in these words :

"You see how God has punished the wrong-
doers how He has brought to nought the

Genii and the Magicians. Quit then your

town, and come here to pay homage and tribute

to me. If you will not, then your life, shall be

as the life of Arzeng and the White Genius."

This letter was carried to the King by a

certain chief named Ferbad. When the King
had read it he was greatly troubled. Three

days he kept Ferbad as his guest, and then

sent back by him this answer: "Shall the water

of the sea be equal to wine ? Am I one to

whom you can say,
' Come down from your

throne, and present yourself before me ?
'

Make ready to do battle with me, for verily I

will bring upon the land of Persia such de-

struction that no man shall be able to say what

is high and what is low."
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Ferbad hastened back to the King of Persia.

" The man," he said,
"

is resolved not to yield."

Then the King sent to Rustem. And Rustem

said,
" Send me with a letter that shall be as

keen as a sword and a message like a thunder-

cloud." So the King sent for a scribe, who,

making the point of his reed as fine as an

arrow-head, wrote thus,: "These are foolish

words, and do not become a man of sense.

Put away your arrogance, and be obedient to

my words. If you refuse, I will bring such an

army against you as shall cover your land from

one sea to the other
;
and the ghost of the

White Genius shall call the vultures to feast on

your brains."

The King set his seal to this letter, and

Rustem departed with it, with his club hanging
to his saddle-bow. When the King of Mazan-

deran heard of his coming, he sent some of his

nobles to meet him. When Rustem saw them,

he caught a huge tree that was by the wayside
in his hands, twisted it with all his might, and

tore it up roots and all. Then he poised it in

his hand as if it were a javelin. One of the

nobles, the strongest of them all, rode up to
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him, caught one of his hands, and pressed

it with all his might. Rustem only smiled
;

but when in his turn he caught the noble's

hand in his, he crushed all the veins and bones,

so that the man fell fainting from his horse.

When the King heard what had been done,

he called one of his warriors, Kalahour, by

name, the strongest man in his dominions, and

said to him,
" Go and meet this messenger ;

show him your prowess, and cover his face

with shame." So Kalahour rode to meet

Rustem, and, taking him by the hand, wrung
it with all the strength of an elephant. The

hand turned blue with the pain, but the hero

did not flinch or give any sign of pain. But

when in his turn he wrung the hand of Kala-

hour, the nails dropped from it as the leaves

drop from a tree. Kalahour rode back, his

hand hanging down, and said to the King,
"

It

will be better for you to make peace than to

fight with this lion, whose strength is such that

no man can stand against him. Pay this

tribute, and we will make it good to you.

Otherwise we are lost."

At this moment Rustem rode up. The
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King gave him a place at his right hand, and

asked him of his welfare. Rustem, for answer,

gave him the letter of Kei'-Kaous. When the

King had read the letter, his face became black

as thunder. Then he said,
"
Carry back this

answer to your master
;

' You are lord of

Persia, and I of Mazanderan. Be content
;

seek not that which is not yours. Otherwise

your pride will lead you to your fall.'
"

The King would have given Rustem royal

gifts, robes of honour, and horses, and gold.

But the hero would have none of them, but

went away in anger. When he had returned

to the King of Persia, he said to him,
" Fear

nothing, but make ready for battle. As for the

warriors of this land of Mazanderan, they are

nothing ;
I count them no better than a grain

of dust."

Meanwhile the King of the Magicians

prepared for war. He gathered an army,
horsemen and foot-soldiers and elephants, that

covered the face of the earth, and approached
the borders of Persia

; and, on the other hand,

King Kaoiis marshalled his men of war and

went out to encounter him. The King him-
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self took his place in the centre of the line

of battle, and in front of all stood the great

Rustem.

One of the nobles of Mazanderan came out

of their line, with a great club in his hands, and

approaching the Persian army, cried in a loud

voice,
" Who is ready to fight with me ? He

should be one who is able to change water into

dust."

None of the Persian nobles answered him,

and King Kaous said,
" Why is it, ye men of

war, that your faces are troubled, and your

tongues silent before this Genius."

But still the nobles made no answer. Then

Rustem caught the rein of his horse, and,

putting the point of his lance over his shoulder,

rode up to the King, and said,
" Will the King

give me permission to fight with this Genius ?"

The King said,
" The task is worthy of you,

for none of the Persians dare to meet this

warrior. Go and prosper !

"

So Rustem set spurs to Raksh, and rode

against the warrior who had challenged th(

Persians.
"
Hear," he said, as soon as he came near,
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"
your name is blotted out of the list of the

living ;
for the moment is come when you shall

suffer the recompense of all your misdeeds."

The warrior answered,
" Boast not yourself

so proudly. My sword makes mothers childless."

When Rustem heard this he cried with a

voice of thunder, "I am Rustem!" and the

warrior, who had no desire to fight the

champion of the world, turned his back and

fled. But Rustem pursued him, and thrust at

him with his lance where the belt joins the

coat of mail, and pierced him through, for the

armour could not turn the point of the great

spear. Then he lifted him out of his saddle,

and raised him up in the air, as if he were a

bird which a man had run through with a spit.

This done, he dashed him down dead upon the

ground, and all the nobles of Mazanderan stood

astonished at the sight.

After this the two armies joined battle. The

air grew dark, and the flashing of the swords

and clubs flew like the lightning out of a

thunder-cloud, and the mountains trembled

with the cries of the combatants. Never had

any living man seen so fierce a fight before.
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For seven days the battle raged, and neither

the one side nor the other could claim the vic-

tory. On the eighth dayKing Kaous bowed him-

self before God, taking his crown from his head,

and prayed with his face to the ground, saying,
" O Lord God, give me, I beseech Thee, the

victory over the Genii who fear Thee not."

Then he set his helmet on his head, and put

himself at the head of his army. First of all

Rusteni began the attack, charging the centre

of the enemy's army. He directed his course

straight to the place where the King of

Mazanderan stood, surrounded with his chiefs

and a great host of elephants. When the King
saw the shine of his lance, he lost courage, and

would have fled. But Rustem, with a cry like

a lion's roar, charged him, and struck him on

the girdle with his spear. The spear pierced

the steel, and would have slain the King, but

that by his magic art he changed himself,before

the eyes of all the Persian army, into a mass

of rock. Rustem stood astonished to see such

a marvel.

When King Kaous came up with his

warriors, he said to Rustem,
" What is it ?
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What ails you that you tarry here, doing

nothing?"
" My lord," answered Rustem,

"
I charged

the King of Mazanderan, spear in hand
;

I

struck him on the girdle, but when I thought
to see him fall from his saddle, he changed
himself into a rock before my eyes, and now
he feels nothing that I can do."

Then King Kaous commanded that they
should take up the rock and put it before his

throne. But when the strongest men in the

army came to handle the rock, or sought to

draw it with cords, they could do nothing ;

it remained immovable. Rustem, however,

without any one to help him, lifted it from the

earth, and carrying it into the camp, threw it

down before the King's tent, and said,
" Give

up these cowardly tricks and the art of magic.

Else I will break this rock into pieces."

When the King of Mazanderan heard this,

he made himself visible, black as a thunder-

cloud, with a helmet of steel upon his head,

and a coat of mail upon his breast. Rustem

laughed, and caught him by the hand, and

brought him before the King.
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"
See," said he, this lump of rock, who, for

fear of the hatchet, has given himself up to

me!"
When Kaous looked at him and observed

how savage of aspect he was, with the neck

and tusks of a wild boar, he saw that he was

not worthy to sit upon a throne, and bade the

executioner take him away and cut him in

pieces. This done, he sent to the enemies'

camp, and commanded that all the spoil, the

King's throne, and his crown and girdle,

the horses and the armour, the swords and

jewels, should be gathered together. Then

he c.alled up his army, and distributed to them

rewards in proportion to what they had done

and suffered. After this he spent seven days

in prayer, humbling himself before God, anc

offering up thanksgiving. On the eighth day

he seated himself on his throne, and opened
his treasures, and gave to all that had need.

Thus he spent another seven days. On th(

fifteenth day, he called for wine and cups of

amber and rubies, and sat for seven days 01

his throne, with the wine-cup in his hand.

He sent for Rustem, and said,
"

It is of
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your doing, by your strength and courage,

that I have recovered my throne."

Rustem answered,
" A man must do his

duty. As for the honours that you would give

me, I owe them all to Aulad, who has always

guided me on the right way. He hopes to be

made King of Mazanderan. Let the King,

therefore, if it please him, invest him with the

crown."

And this the King did.

The next day Kaous and his army set out

to return to the land of Persia. When he had

reached his palace, he seated himself upon his

throne, and sending for Rustem, put him at

his side.

Rustem said,
" My lord, permit me to go

back to the old man Zal, my father."

The King commanded that they should

bring splendid presents for the hero. The

presents were these : A throne of turquoise,

adorned with rams' heads
;
a royal crown set

about with jewels ;
a robe of brocade of gold

such as is worn by the King of Kings ;
a

bracelet and a chain of gold ;
a hundred

maidens, with faces fair as the full moon, and
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girdles of gold ;
a hundred youths, whose hair

was fragrant with musk
;

a hundred horses,

caparisoned with gold and silver
;
a hundred

mules with black hair, with loads of brocade

that came from the land of Room and from

Persia. After these they brought and laid at

the hero's feet a hundred purses filled with

gold pieces ;
a cup of rubies, filled with pure

musk
;
another cup of turquoise, filled with

attar of roses
; and, last of all, a letter written

on pages of silk in ink made of wine and aloes

and amber and the black of lamps. By this

letter the King of Kings gave anew to Rustem

the kingdom of the South. Then Kaous

blessed him, and said :

"
May you live as long

as men shall see the sun and the moon in

heaven ! May the great of the earth join

themselves to you ! May your own soul be

full of modesty and tenderness !

"

Rustem prostrated himself on the earth, and

kissed the throne
;
and so took his departure.



CHAPTER VIII.

SOHRAB.

ONE day Rustem thought that he would hunt.

So he filled his quiver with arrows, and,

mounting his horse Raksh, set out for the

country which borders on Tartary. As he

went he came upon a plain which was covered

with herds of wild asses. Rustem smiled to

see them, and, pursuing them on his fleet-

footed horse, killed many of them, some with

his arrows, and some, first catching them with

his lasso, with his club. His hunting done, he

lighted a great fire of brushwood, brambles,

and branches of trees
;
then taking a young

tree to serve him for a spit, ran it through the

body of one of the asses, and roasted the flesh

at the fire. When it was well done, he tore it

joint from joint, ate his full of it, and broke the
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bones for the marrow. His meal finished, he

lay down to sleep, while Raksh grazed on the

plain. While he slept, seven Tartar warriors

came that way, and saw the tracks of Raksh,

who had wandered far away from his master's

camping-place. Not long afterwards they

came upon him, and made haste to possess

themselves of him. First they tried to throw

a lasso over him, but when Raksh saw the

lasso he rushed at them like a lion, struck two

of them dead with two blows of his fore-feet,

and bit off the head of a third. Thus three of

the company were dead, and the brave Raksh

was not yet taken. Nevertheless the other

four entangled him with their lassos, and, so

capturing him, took him with them to the town.

When Rustem woke from his sleep, he

looked about for his horse, but could find no

traces of him. " How can I go," he said to

himself,
"
carrying my quiver and my club, this

heavy helmet, this sword, and this coat of

mail ? The Tartars will say,
' Rustem slept

and some one stole his horse,' and I shall be

covered with shame."

When he came near to the town of Semen-
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gan, the King and his nobles saw that it was

Rustem that was approaching. The King
went out to meet him, and said :

" What has

happened ? How is it that you came on foot?

Tell us how we can serve you. We are all at

your bidding."

Rustem saw that they were friends, and

answered :

" My horse Raksh has escaped

from me on this plain without bit or reins.

Find him for me, and I will reward you as

is fitting. But if Raksh is not found, I will

make many suffer for it."

The King said :

" No one will dare to do you
a wrong in this matter. Come and be my
guest. Let us drive away care with the wine-

cup. Anger profits nothing. It is by charming
that one brings the serpent out of his hole.

As for the horse Raksh, it is not possible

that he should be hid, for all the world knows

of him. We will look for him, and bring him

to you without delay."

So Rustem put away all suspicion out of his

mind, and became the guest of the King. So

they sat and drank wine together, and the King
waited upon him as though he were his slave.
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While the hero tarried in the palace, the

King's daughter, who had often heard of his

prowess and courage, and of the great exploits

which he had done, saw him and loved him.

She was the most beautiful of maidens. Her

eyebrows were arched, the two plaits of her

hair like the ropes of a lasso, her lips like

rubies, and she was tall as a cypress.

Rustem asked her in marriage of her father,

and the King, who was glad to find so noble a

husband for her, gladly listened to his suit. So

the two the maiden's name was Tehmina

were married with much rejoicing.

When the time came that Rustem must

leave the King's court for there were grave
matters that called him back to Persia he

took an onyx bracelet that he wore upon his

arm, and gave it to his wife, saying,
"
If God

should give you a daughter, fasten this bracelet

under the curls of her hair. But if you should

bear a son, let him. wear it on his arm, as his

father has worn it."

So Rustem departed, taking his horse with

him, for the King had found Raksh.

In due time Tehmina bore a son. The
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infant was as beautiful as the moon. When
he was but a month old he had the limbs of a

yearling child
;

at three years he learnt exer-

cises of arms
;
at five he was as bold as a lion

;

and at ten there was not a man in the whole

country that dared wrestle with him. One day
he went to his mother, and said,

" Tell me who
I am. What must I say when they ask me

my father's name?"

Tehmina said, "You are the son of Rustem.

Never since God made the world has there

been such a warrior as he :

" and she showed

him a letter from Rustem, and three rubies

which he had sent for a gift.
"
But," she said,

"
King Afrasiab must know nothing of this, for

he is the sworn foe of Rustem. He would kill

the son because he hates the father. And

besides, if your father knew to what strength and

stature you are grown, he would send for you,

and your mother's heart would break for grief."

Sohrab said for that was the youth's name :

"This is a story that cannot be hid. But

listen to what I will do. I will put myself at

the head of an innumerable army of Tartars.

I will deprive King Kaous of his kingdom. I



198 THE STORY OF RUSTEM.

will set Rustem upon his throne
; and, this

done, I will make war against Afrasiab and

possess myself of his throne. Seeing that

Rustem is my father and I am his son, I will

not suffer that there should be any kings in

the world but he and I."

Sohrab, after he had chosen for himself a

horse, having the good fortune to find one that

was of the breed of Raksh, asked his grand-

father to help him. "
I would go," he said,

"
to

the land of Persia, and help my father."

The King loaded him with gifts, and sent

him away.

Meanwhile it was told to King Afrasiab that

Sohrab was gathering an army againt the King
of Persia. He called his nobles and said :

" Listen to me
;

I have a plan which shall rid

us of our enemies. Rustem must not know

that Sohrab is his son The two will meet in

battle, and it may be that the young lion will

kill the old one. If it be so, one day we will

take Sohrab by stratagem and slay him. But

if Rustem, on the other hand, should slay his

son, then his heart will be eaten away with

grief, and we need fear him no more."



SOHRAB. 199

Accordingly Afrasiab sent messengers to

Sohrab with gifts and this message :

" You will

do well if you can conquer the land of Persia.

I send you for your help such an army as is

fitting. Go on, and prosper."

So Sohrab set out with his army. He came

in his march to a certain stronghold that was

called the White Fort, and was the chief hope
of the Persians. The governor of the fort was

an old man and very feeble
;

but in the

garrison there was a very brave champion,

Hedjir by name, who, when he saw the army
of Sohrab approaching, rushed out to meet

him. " Come to me," he said, in his pride,
" and I will cut your head from your body, and

give your flesh to the vultures to eat."

Sohrab smiled to hear such brave words, and

charged his enemy. The two met. Hedjir
struck Sohrab on the girdle with a spear, but

the point did not pierce the armour. But

Sohrab, reversing his spear, struck Hedjir with

the shaft, and felled him from his saddle
; then,

leaping from his horse, stood over him, and

would have cut his head from his body, but

that the vanquished man begged for quarter.



200 THE STORY OF RVSTEM.

Sohrab granted him his life, bound him with

cords, and sent him a prisoner to the King.
The old governor of the fort had a daughter,

Gurdafurd by name, a very fair maiden, but

as strong and brave as any warrior in the

land. It troubled her greatly to see the young

champion discomfited and bound, and without

hesitating a moment she armed herself, hid her

long hair under her helmet, and rode forth from

the fort to do battle with the Tartars.

She rode in front of the army of the besiegers,

and said,
" Who is there among you that will

come and fight with me?" None of them

were willing to accept her challenge ;
but when

Sohrab saw her he said,
" Here is another wild

ass for my lasso !

"
and hastily putting on his

armour rode out to meet her. The girl let

fly a storm of arrows at him, attacking him first

from one side then from the other
;
and when

Sohrab charged her, threw her bow over her

shoulder, put her spear in rest, and galloped
to meet him. Sohrab drew his spear back so

far that the point was almost level with his

body ; then, delivering it with all his force,

struck Gurdafurd on the girdle, burst the
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fastenings of her coat of mail, and hurled her

from her saddle like a ball struck by a racquet.

The girl twisted herself under her saddle, drew

a sword from her girdle, and cut Sohrab's spear

in half. Then she jumped again into the saddle,

but turned to fly, for she had little liking for

the conflict., Sohrab slackened the reins of his

horse, and, galloping after her at full speed,

overtook her, and catching her by the helmet,

drew it from her head. Then all her long hair

fell down, and the young hero knew that he

had been fighting with a girl.
" Well !

"
said

he,
"

if the maidens of Persia fight in this

fashion, the men must be notable warriors."

He threw his lasso round her waist, and said,
" Do not attempt to escape ;

but tell me, beau-

tiful girl, why did you seek this conflict?"

The girl said,
" All the army will laugh at

you, if they should see my face and my hair.

They will say,
' The brave Sohrab went out

to fight a woman.' Let us conceal this adven-

ture. The fort is yours, and all the soldiers

in it and all the treasure, as soon as you shall

be pleased to take possession of it."

Sohrab said,
" Do not fail of your promise,
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and do not trust in the strength of your walls.

Were they as high as the vault of heaven, my
club would level them to the ground."

So they rode together to the gate of the fort,

and Gurdafurd, wounded and wearied, dragged
herself within. Her father received her with

great joy, and said, "You have done well, my
daughter. We have no cause to be ashamed

of your courage and address. Thanks be to

God, who has not suffered this stranger to

kill you."

After this the girl mounted on the wall, and

seeing Sohrab waiting beneath, said to him,
" Why do you weary yourself with waiting,

lord of the Tartars ? Return to the place

whence you came."

Sohrab said: "Treacherous one ! I sweai

by heaven and earth that you will repent of this

falsehood. Where is the treaty that you made

with me, that you would deliver up the fort,

with all its garrison and its treasure?"

The girl laughed, and said :

" Take care ;
th(

great Rustem will soon be here, and not a mai

of your army will be left alive. But what

pity that such arms and such a breast as yours
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should be a prey for jackals ! Pride yourself

as you will on your strength, but yet the stupid

cow will eat the grass upon your grave."

Sohrab was covered with shame to hear these

mocking words. But he said,
"

It is too late

to give battle to-day ; but with dawn to-mor-

row we will lay the fort level with the dust."

Then he shook the reins of his horse, and gal-

loped back to the camp.
At dawn he marched against the fort with

his army. But there was no one to be seen

upon the walls. He rode up to the gate, and

it was opened to him. But there was not a

single armed man in the whole place. In fact,

the governor and the garrison had departed

in the night by a passage under the earth, of

which no one was aware, and with them was

gone the beautiful Gurdafurd. This troubled

Sohrab more than anything else, for his heart

was full of love for the girl, so beautiful and so

brave.



CHAPTER IX.

SOHRAB (continued).

MEANWHILE the governor of the fort had sent

a letter to King Kaous, telling him how there

had appeared among the Tartars a mighty

champion, against whom, such was the strength
of his arms, no one could stand

;
how he had

overthrown and taken prisoner their champion,
and now threatened to overrun and conquer
the whole land of Persia. When the King
had received and read this letter he was greatly

troubled, and, calling a scribe, said to him,

"Sit down and write a letter to Rustem." So

the scribe sat down and wrote. The letter was

this :

" There has appeared among the Tartars

a great champion, strong as an elephant and

fierce as a lion. No one can stand against him.

We look to you for help. It is of your doing
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that our warriors hold their heads so high.

Come, then, with all the speed that you can

use so soon as you shall have read this letter.

Be it night or day, come at once
;
do not

open your mouth to speak ;
if you have a

bunch of roses in your hand do not stop to

smell it, but come
;
for the warrior of whom I

write is such that you only can meet him."

King Kaous sealed the letter and gave it

to a warrior named Giv. At the same time

he said,
" Haste to Rustem. Tarry not on the

way ;
and when you are come, do not rest there

for an hour. If you arrive in the night, depart

again the next morning." So Giv departed,

and travelled with all his speed, allowing

himself neither sleep nor food. When he

approached Zabulistan, the watchman said,
" A warrior comes from Persia, riding like the

wind." So Rustem, with his chiefs, went out

to meet him. When they had greeted each

other, they returned together to Rustem's

palace. Giv delivered his message, and handed

the King's letter, telling himself much more that

he had heard about the strength and courage of

this Tartar warrior. Rustem heard him with



206 THE STORY OF RUSTEM.

astonishment, and said,
" This champion is like,

you say, to the great San, my grandfather.

That such a man should come from the free

Persians is possible ;
but that he should be

among those slaves the Tartars, is past belief.

I have myself a child, whom the daughter of

a Tartar king bore to me
;
but the child is a

girl. This, then, that you tell me is passing

strange ;
but for the present let us make merry."

So they made merry with the chiefs that

were assembled in Rustem's palace. But after

awhile Giv said again :

"
King Kaoiis com-

manded me, saying, 'You must not sleep in

Zabulistan
;

if you arrive in the night, set out

again the next morning. It will go ill with

us if we have to fight before Rustem comes.'

It is necessary, then, great hero, that we set

out in all haste for Persia."

Rustem said,
" Do not trouble yourself about

this matter. We must all die some day. Let

us, therefore, enjoy the present. Our lips are

dry, let us wet them with wine. As to this

Tartar, fortune will not always be with him.

When he sees my standard, his heart will fail

him."
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So they sat, drinking the red wine and

singing merry songs, instead of thinking of

the King and his commands. The next day
Rustem passed in the same fashion, and the

third also. But on the fourth Giv made prep-

arations to depart, saying to Rustem,
"
If we

do not make haste to set out, the King will

be wroth, and his anger is terrible." Rustem

said,
" Do not trouble yourself ;

no man dares

to be wroth with me." Nevertheless, he bade

them saddle Raksh, and set out with his com-

panions.

When they came near the King's palace, a

great company of nobles rode out to meet them,

and conducted them to the King, and they paid

their homage to him. But the King turned

away from them in a rage. "Who is Rustem,"

he cried,
" that he forgets his duty to me, and

disobeys my commands ? If I had a sword

in my hand this moment, I would cut off his

head, as a man cuts an orange in half. Take

him, hang him up alive on gallows, and never

mention his name again in my presence."

Giv answered,
"

Sir, will you lay hands

upon Rustem?"
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The King burst out again in a rage against

Giv and Rustem, crying to one of his nobles,
" Take these two villains and hang them

alive on gallows." And he rose up from his

throne in fury. The noble to whom he had

spoken laid his hand upon Rustem, wishing to

lead him out of the King's presence, lest

Kaous in his rage should do him an injury.

But Rustem cried out,
" What a king are

you ! Hang this Tartar, if you can, on your

gallows. Keep such things for your enemies.

All the world has bowed itself before me and

Raksh my horse. And you you are king by

my grace."

Thus speaking, he struck away the han<

that the noble had laid upon him so fierceh

that the man fell headlong to the ground, am
he passed over his body to go from the presence

of the King. And as he mounted on Raksh,

he cried :

" What is Kaous that he should de;

with me in this fashion? It is God who has

given me strength and victory, and not he 01

his army. The nobles would have given me th(

throne of Persia long since, but I would not

receive it
;

I kept the right before my eyes.



SOHRAB. 209

Verily, had I not done so, you, Kaous, would

not be sitting upon the throne." Then he

turned to the Persians that stood by, and said,

" This brave Tartar will come. Look out for

yourselves how you may save your lives. Me

you shall see no more in the land of Persia."

The Persians were greatly troubled to hear

such words
;
for they were sheep, and Rustem

was their shepherd. So the nobles assembled,

and said to each other :

" The King has for-

gotten all gratitude and decency. Does he not

remember that he owes to Rustem his throne :

nay, his very life ? If the gallows be Rustem's

reward, what shall become of us?"

So the oldest among them came and stood

before the King, and said :

" O King, have you

forgotten what Rustem has done for you and

for this land how he conquered Mazanderan

and its king and the White Genius
;
how he

gave you back the sight of your eyes ? And
now you have commanded that he should be

hanged alive upon a gallows. Are these fit-

ting words for a king ?"

The King listened to the old man, and said :

" You speak well. The words of a king should
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be words of wisdom. Go now to Rustem, and

speak good words to him, and make him. for-

get my anger."

So the old man rode after Rustem, and many
of the nobles went with him. When they had

overtaken him, the old man said,
" You know

that the King is a wrathful man, and that in

his rage he speaks hard words. But you know

also that he soon repents. But now he is

ashamed of what he said. And if he has

offended, yet the Persians have done no wrong
that you should thus desert them."

Rustem answered,
" Who is the King that

I should care for him ? My saddle is my
throne, my helmet is my crown, my corselet is

my robe of state. What is the King to me
but a grain of dust ? Why should I fear his

anger ? I delivered him from prison ;
I gave

him back his crown. And now my patience is

at an end."

The old man said, "This is well. But the

King and his nobles will think,
' Rustem fears

this Tartar,' and they will say,
'

If Rustem is

afraid, what can we do but leave our country?'
I pray you therefore not to turn your back
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upon the King, when things are in such a

plight. Is it well that the Persians should

become the slaves of the infidel Tartars ?
"

Rustem stood confounded to hear such

words. "
If there were fear in my heart, then

I would tear my soul from my body. But

you know that it is not
; only the King has

treated me with scorn."

But he perceived that he must yield to the

old man's advice. So he went back with the

nobles.

As soon as the King saw him, he leapt upon
his feet, and said,

"
I am hard of soul, but a

man must grow as God has made him. My
heart was troubled by the fear of this new-

enemy. I looked to you for safety, and you

delayed your coming. Then I spoke in my
wrath

;
but I have repented, and my mouth is

full of dust."

Rustem said,
"

It is yours to command, O

King, and ours to obey. You are the master,

and we are your slaves. I am but as one of

those who open the door for you, if indeed I

am worthy to be reckoned among them. And
now I come to execute your commands."
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Kaous said,
"
It is well. Now let us feast

To-morrow we will prepare for war."

So Kaous, and Rustem, and the nobles

feasted till the night had passed and the morn-

ing came.



CHAPTER X.

SOHRAB (continued?)

THE next day King Kaous and Rustem, with

a great army, began their march. Now Sohrab

was still at the fort from which the beautiful

Gurdafurd had escaped. When the army of

the Persians came in sight, the Tartars that

were in the fort set up a great shout
;
and

Sohrab hearing it, came and stood on the ram-

part, with Hedjir, the champion whom he had

conquered and taken prisoner, by his side.

" You do not see," he said,
"
in this great army

a man with a great club who would be able to

meet me in battle. There are many men, it is

true
;
but not a single man of war. Verily I

will cover the plain with their blood, as the

waters cover the sea."

So saying he went down from the rampart,
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and called for a cup of wine. He had not a

thought of fear in his heart. On the other

side, the King's army pitched their tents on

the plain, which they covered from side to side

with their encampment.
That night Rustem went to the King, and

said,
" Will the King suffer me to go out

to-night without helmet or belt that I may see

for myself who this champion is, and who are

the warriors that follow him ?
"

The King said,
"

It is well thought of. Only
be prudent, and may God have you in His

keeping."

So Rustem put on the dress of a Tartar,

and set out for the fort. He made his way
into it, like a lion which steals on a herd ol

antelopes, and saw Sohrab and the chief

sitting at the feast.

Now Sohrab's mother had said to Zendeh

her brother, when her son was setting out for

the war,
" Go with Sohrab, for you know the

face of Rustem
;
and when the time is come,

you will show my son his father." So Sohrab sat

at the feast, and Zendeh his uncle sat by him.

Rustem stood by the door watching the
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feasters, and it so chanced that Zendeh, leav-

ing the room, saw him standing there. " Who
are you ?

"
he said, for there was not a man in

the whole army of the Tartars that was his

like in strength and stature.

Rustem answered him not a word, but struck

him on the nape of the neck so fierce a blow

that he fell down and died. There was no

more feasting or fighting for Zendeh.

When Sohrab saw that Zendeh's place re-

mained empty, he asked where he was. Some
of the guests went to look for him, and found

him lying dead by the door. They came and

told Sohrab, who called the nobles and said to

them,
" We must not sleep to-night, but must

spend the time in sharpening the points of our

lances. The wolf has come into the fold, and,

in spite of shepherds and dogs, has taken

the best of our flock. With God for my
helper, I will avenge on the Persian the death

of Zendeh."

When he had thus spoken he came back to

his place, and cried,
" Zendeh will be wanting

by my side in the battle
;
but I am not weary

of the feast."
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Meanwhile Rustem went back to King
Kaous, and told him what he had seen and

done. " As for Sohrab," said he, "he has not

his equal in Persia, or among the Tartars. He

might have been the great warrior San, and

what can I say more ?"

The next day Sohrab put on his armour, and,

going out of the fort, chose a steep place

from which he could see the army of the Per-

sians, and bade Hedjir come and stand by
him. " Deal fairly with me," said he, "answer

me true, and it shall go well with you. You
shall have rewards to your heart's content.

But if you deceive me, you shall lie in prison

for the rest of your days."

Hedjir said, "I will tell you truly all that I

can about the army of the Persians. And,

indeed, why should I lie unto my lord ?"

Sohrab went on,
"

I am going to ask you

questions about the great men of the Persian

army. Tell me now who they are. And first

I see a tent of leopard skin, surrounded with

brocade of many colours, and guarded by a

hundred war-elephants. Over the tent there

floats a violet flag, on which are figured the
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sun and the moon in gold. Whose is this

tent?"

"That," said Hedjir, "is the tent of the

Persian king."
"

I see another tent," said Sohrab,
" and the

flag that flies over it has the figure of an ele-

phant. Whose is it?"

"That is the tent of Thoiis, son of King
Nereder."

" And now," Sohrab went on,
"

tell me whose

is that tent of green ? I see, sitting on a chair,

a stalwart hero, with such an air, such shoulders,

and such a frame as I have never seen before.

Though he is sitting, yet he overtops all the

warriors that are near him. And in front of

him there stands a great charger, as high as the

hero himself
;
and from the saddle there hangs

a lasso. Nowhere have I seen such a man or

such a horse. See his standard
;

it has the

figure of a dragon, and on the spear-head is a

lion's head."

Hedjir said to himself,
"
If I were to tell this

young lion that this great warrior is Rustem,

he would do his best to slay him. No
;

I will

keep his name secret." So he said :

" This is
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one of the King's allies that is newly come from

China."
" But what is his name?" said Sohrab.
"

I do not know," answered the other, "for I

was in the fort when he came to the King."

Sohrab was greatly grieved to find no trace

of Rustem. His mother had told him certain

signs by which he should know the hero. He
saw them all, but he could not believe his eyes.

Again he asked Hedjir about the green tent,

and the mighty horse, and the lasso hanging
from the saddle. But Hedjir answered :

" Why
should I hide the truth from you ? If I do not

tell you the name of this warrior from China, it

is because I do not know it."

"
But," said Sohrab,

" where is Rustem ? Not

a word have you said of him
;
and yet so great

a hero could not remain concealed in the middle

of a camp. You told me that he is the chief of

the army and the guardian of the provinces.

Why, then, is he nowhere to be seen?"

Hedjir answered: "Perhaps he is gone to

Zabulistan. It is now that they hold their feasts

in the rose-gardens of that land."

" This is idle," said Sohrab. " Rustem is one
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who will always be found in the front of the

battle. Now, listen to me. If you will tell me
which is Rustem, I will put you above all the

people and load you with treasure. But if you
hide from me what I want to know, I will cut

your head from your body. Now choose be-

tween the two."
"
Prince," said the other,

" when you are tired

of life, go out and fight with Rustem, who can

kill two hundred men with one blow of his

club."

Nevertheless he thought to himself :

"
If I

show Rustem to this young lion he will rush on

him and slay him, for all his strength and vigour.

After this there is not a Persian who will dare

to fight with him, and he will become King
of Persia. No

;
I will hide the truth, and if I

die, I die." Then, turning to Sohrab, he said :

"Why are you so angry, and why do you
threaten to kill me because I do not point out

Rustem to you ? But after all, are you not

hiding your real thought ? You want to meet

Rustem in battle
;
but I say to you, Avoid him,

for surely he will bring you to nought."

Sohrab, in a rage, struck him from his horse
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to the ground. Then, going back to the fort,

he armed himself for battle, and went out.

First he charged the King's tent, and not one

of the warriors of Persia dared to stand before

him. He cried out to the King and said:

" Noble King, what are you doing here on the

field of battle ? How dare you take the lance

of Kaous, you who never dare to fight among
the warriors in the battle. Listen to me. The

night that Zendeh was slain I swore a great

oath that I would not leave a man, little or

great, alive in Persia, and that I would hang
the King of Persia alive on a gallows. Come,

now, if you have a champion who dares t(

meet me, let him come forth !"

Not a man among the Persians took up this

challenge ;
and the King, in great trouble, sent

to Rustem, saying :

" The faces of my warriors

grow pale before this young Tartar, and then

is not one who dares meet him in battle."

Rustem said to the messenger :

" When
other kings have called me, it has been some-

times to the battle and sometimes to the ban-

quet ;
but King Kaous never calls me except

to fight for him."
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Nevertheless he bade his people saddle his

horse Raksh, and he put on his circlet of leop-

ard-skin and his royal girdle, and mounted,

and set out for the battle, with his standard

carried before him.

When he saw Sohrab, and observed how tall

and stalwart he was, he cried out to him :

" Come out from the line of your army, and

I will come out from mine."

Sohrab rubbed his hands in delight, and

rushed out, saying :

" We are warriors, you
and I. Do not call to your side any of the

men of Persia, and there shall be no Tartar

with me. You and I will fight alone. But

listen : you cannot stand against me. You are

tall of stature, and you have stalwart arms
;
but

the weight of years is on you."

Rustem looked at the young man, and said :

"
Young man, the earth is dry and cold, but

the air is sweet and warm. I have fought in

many a battle
; many an army have I put to

flight ; many a warrior and many a genius have

I slain, and never yet have I been beaten.

But I should be grieved to do you any harm.

Leave these Tartars and come to us. I know
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not a man in the whole land of Persia who has

arms and shoulders'such as yours."

When Rustem thus spake, the heart of Soh-

rab went out to him, and he said :

"
Come,

now
;

I will ask you a question, and I beseech

you to answer me truly. Tell me frankly who you
are. Surely you are Rustem, the son of Zal ?

"

Rustem answered :

"
It is false

;
I am not

Rustem
;

I am but a common man
;

I have

neither throne, nor palace, nor crown."

When Sohrab heard this his heart was filled

with despair, and he addressed himself to the

combat.

The two champions chose a narrow place

and attacked each other with short spears. Am
when their spears had no more iron left 01

them so fierce were their blows they dre>

their Indian swords, and fell to work agaii

And when their swords were broken they usec

their clubs. Terrible blows they dealt eacl

other ! The armour of their horses was brokei

in pieces ;
their coats of mail were shatterec

At last neither the warriors nor their horses

moved more, so fierce had been their struggl<

Surely this was a strange and marvellous thing!
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The beasts know their own young ;
but man in

his fury cannot distinguish between his son and

his enemy !

Rustem said to himself :

" The battle with

the White Genius was but child's play to this.

Never yet have I been conquered, and now my
heart fails me before this man without a name."

When the two combatants had rest awhile

they renewed the battle. Rustem seized Sohrab

by the belt, hoping to drag him from his saddle
;

but he could not move him an inch from his

place. Then Sohrab took up again his great
club from where it hung by the side of the

saddle, and dealt Rustem a mighty blow that

bruised his shoulder. The hero writhed under

the agony, but was strong enough to swallow

down the pain. But Sohrab saw that he had

struck a timely stroke, and smiled, saying :

"
Warrior, you are not one who can stand

against the blows of the strong. But it is

your age that disables you ;
it is folly for the

aged to match themselves with the young."
After this the two combatants parted, and

Rustem chased the army of the Tartars, as a

tiger rushes on his prey. When Sohrab saw
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this he fell, in his turn, upon the Persians, and

scattered them like a flock of sheep before him.

Rustem was filled with fury at the sight, and

cried :

" Man of blood, why have you fallen on

the Persians, like a wolf on the fold ?
"

Sohrab answered :

" The army of the Tar-

tars had not joined in the battle, and yet you

charged it."

Rustem said :

" We will fight again to-mor-

row, and God shall decide who of us two shall

remain the conqueror."

After this they rode back each to his own

army. Rustem sought the presence of the

King, and told him what a mighty champion
this Sohrab was. " We tried all our arms

against each other," he said
;

" the arrow, the

sword, the mace, and the lasso, but it was all

in vain. At last I caught him by the girdle,

hoping to lift him from his saddle, as I have

done many a warrior before
;

but the wind

might as well try to drag a mountain from its

place as I drag this young warrior from his

seat. Nevertheless, I will meet him again to-

morrow, and then we will see what is the will

of God, whether he is to prevail or I."
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SOHRAB (continued}.

THAT night Rustem said to his brother,
"

If I

fall to-morrow in the conflict, let all my army

depart from the field of battle and return to

Zabulistan, to the old man Zal. Console my
mother in her sorrow. Let her not bind her

heart for ever to the dead. I have no cause

to complain of fate. Many a lion, many a

warrior, many a Genius have I slain, many a

fortress have I taken, and I have never been

overcome. And say to Zal, my father,
' Be

faithful to the King, and obey his commands.'

As for me, let him remember that old and

young must die."

Sohrab passed the night feasting. He said

to one of his followers :

" My heart goes out

to that brave warrior with whom I have fought
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to-day. I see in him all the signs by which

my mother told me I was to recognize my
father, and my heart trembles. I must not

fight against my father."

The man to whom he spoke said :

"
I have

seen Rustem in battle, and his horse Raksh

also I have seen
;
nor is the horse of this

warrior unlike him. Nevertheless, he does not

strike the earth with so heavy a tread."

The next day at dawn Sohrab put on his

cuirass and his helmet and armed himself,

and, mounting his horse, rode into the space

between the two armies. And Rustem, on

the other hand, rode out to meet him.

Sohrab spoke to Rustem with a smile upon
his lips. One would have thought that the]

had spent the night together as friends at

feast.
" How have you slept ?" he said.

" HO
do you fare to-day ? Why is your heart benl

on battle ? Put down your club and youi

sword. Let us sit together on the ground,

and drive away our cares with the wine-cup.

Wait till some one else shall come to do battl<

with you, but with me make a covenant oi

friendship, and tell me your name and youi
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family. Surely you are Rustem, lord of

Zabulistan, son of the white-haired Zal."

Rustem answered :

"
Young man, we are

met here to fight; I will not listen to your
deceitful'words. No, we will do our best, you
and I

;
and the issue is with God."

Sohrab said :

" Old man, I have spoken in

vain. I would have you die in your bed when

your time shall come, and when these whom

you have behind you shall prepare for your
burial. But since you put your life in my
hands, let us accomplish the purposes of God."

The two warriors then dismounted, and tying

their chargers to the rocks, rushed upon each

other. Many a blow they struck, till they were

both covered with blood and sweat. And so

they fought, without advantage to one or the

other, from morning till noonday, and from

noonday till the shadows began to lengthen

upon the sand. At last Sohrab, leaping like

a lion, seized Rustem by the girdle, lifted him

from the ground, and threw him down, his face

and mouth covered with dust
;
and he couched

upon him, as a lion couches on a wild ass that

he has caught. Then he drew his dagger, and

was about to cut his enemy's head from the body.



228 THE STOR Y OF RUSTEM.

Rustem bethought him of a device by which

he might save his life.
"
Young man," he

said,
"
truly you know well how to manage the

lasso and the club, the sword and the bow.

But listen to me. Our customs of war are not

as yours. If a warrior fights with another, and

throws him, he does not cut his head from the

body the first time
;
but if he throw him a

second time, then he has the right to do so.

This is our custom of war."

The young man believed what the old

warrior said, for he was of a generous heart
;

and also fate would have it so. So he let

Rustem go free.

After a while came one of the Tartar

warriors, and asked him how he had fared in

the conflict. When Sohrab told him what had

happened, and what Rustem had said, the man

cried :

" Alas ! young man, are you weary of

your life ? You have let the lion, whom you
had caught in your snare, escape. Beware of

what will happen. It was a wise man who said,

'

Despise no enemy, be he ever so weak,' and

think what an enemy is this!"

Sohrab was sorry to hear these words, but
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said :

" Trouble not yourself ;
I shall fight again

to-morrow, and you shall see the yoke upon his

neck once more." So saying he returned to

the camp.

Rustem, on the other hand, when he rose

from the ground, washed his face in a stream,

and prayed to God to give him the victory, not

knowing for what he prayed. It is said that

Rustem's strength had once been such that

when he put his feet upon a rock they would

sink into it, and that he had prayed to God that

a part of this strength might be taken from

him. But now that he found himself in such

danger, and was full of the fear of Sohrab, he

prayed once more that his strength might be

restored to him as it was before. And again he

did not know for what he prayed.

When he had washed off the dust in the

stream, he came back to the place of combat,

and Sohrab also, seeing him return, left the

camp. But when they met, and, laying hold

of each other's belts, wrestled as before, then it

seemed as if Sohrab had in a moment lost all

his strength. Rustem seized him by the head

and arm and bent him back, and so threw him



THE STORY OF RUSTEM.

on the ground. No thought had he of waiting
till he should have thrown the young man a

second time, but, knowing that he would not

long remain where he lay, drew his sword from

its scabbard, and plunged it into his breast.

Sohrab knew that he had received his death-

blow. He said to Rustem :

" This is my own

doing, and it is chance that has put in your hand

the key of my fate. My mother told me the

signs by which I should know my father, and

my love for him has led me to my death. I

sought to see his face, and I have sought in

vain. I shall never see it
;
and now I die.

But as for you, were you to become a fish in

the sea, or a star in the sky, my father will take

vengeance on you when he shall hear that I am
dead."

Rustem's heart sank in him when he heard

these words. " Tell me," he cried,
" what

marks you have of Rustem. If this that you

say be true, may his name perish for ever !

"

And he threw himself on the ground, and tore

his hair with loud cries.

Sohrab said :

"
If it be so, if indeed you are

Rustem, then it is of your own evil soul that
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you have killed me. Did I not seek by every

means to make peace between us ? And did I

find one movement of tenderness in you ? But

open my cuirass, and look at what you will see.

When my mother heard the sound of my
trumpets at the gate, she ran to meet me, her

cheeks red with weeping, and fastened a bracelet

of onyx to my arm, and said,
'

Keep this, it

is a remembrance of your father
;
and use it

when the time is come.' But alas ! the time is

come too late. We have fought together, and

the son is dying before the father's eyes."

When Rustem had opened the cuirass, and

saw the bracelet of onyx, he tore his garments
and cried out in despair, and threw dust upon
his head.

But Sohrab said :

" There is no remedy. It

was to be, and it is. What profits this grief?"

After a while he said again :

" Now that I

am about to die, the Tartars are in an evil

case. Show, I pray you, your love for me, by

hindering the King from marching against

them. It was because they trusted in me,

that they have invaded the land of Persia.

Let them, therefore, return to their own coun-
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try in peace. And there is a prisoner in the

camp-; I asked him about you, and he lied to

me, denying the signs which I knew in my
heart to be yours. Nevertheless, see that he

comes to no harm. And as for me, I came

like the thunder, and I go as the wind
; per-

haps I shall meet you in heaven."

Rustem rode back to the army. The Per-

sians were glad to see him return alive
;
but

when they perceived that his garments were

torn and his head covered with dust, they

asked him the cause.
"

I have slain," he said,
" the noblest of sons."

Thus Sohrab died by the hand of his father.



CHAPTER XII.

THE LAST VICTORY OF RUSTEM.

GUSTASP, King of Persia (he reigned second

after Kaous), had a son whose name was

Isfendiar, a very brave hero, who, among
other exploits, had killed one of the great

birds that are called Simorgs. Isfendiar was

so proud of his victories that he conceived the

idea of demanding the throne of Persia from

his father. Accordingly he went to the King
and said:. "See what I have done: I have

conquered the Tartars
;

I have brought their

treasures into your palace; you promised that

if I came back, having achieved so much, and

came back in safety, you would deliver to me
the throne and the royal crown. I pray you,

therefore, to fulfil your promise."

Gustasp answered :

" There is yet one enemy
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to be subdued Rustem, the son of Zal. This

Rustem in former days was obedient to the

Kings of Persia, now he holds himself to be

their superior. Go, therefore, and conquer

him, be it by stratagem or by force, and bring

him bound before me, and I swear that I will

surrender to you the throne."

His son said :

" Ask anything else of me
that I should make war against the King of

China, or against any other ruler under the

sun
;
but do not ask me to go against this old

champion Rustem, the man who has defended

for so long this realm of Persia."

The King said again:
" Rustem has forgotten

his duty to God and the King; go, then, bind

his hands, and bring him entangled in your
lasso before me."

H is son answered :

"
Sire, it is not of Rustem

that you are thinking. What you desire is to

rid yourself of Isfendiar."

Nevertheless he set out on this errand with

a great army, and sent his eldest son before

him with a message of friendship to the

champion. Rustem, at the first, was indis-

posed to accept the Prince's friendship | but

!
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listened when his father said,
" Let us go and

meet the Prince. Have we not always paid

our duty to his house. Let us go and offer

him such entertainment as becomes his birth."

Accordingly Rustem went to meet Isfendiar,

and when he approached his camp, dismounted

from his horse, and went on foot to pay him his

respects. After the two had embraced, Rustem

said,
"

I pray you to come to my house. We
will entertain you according to the best of our

power."

The Prince answered :

" The King my father

has forbidden me to enter any house in this

country. But let me put the irons on your

feet, and suffer me to take you bound to the

King. You shall suffer no harm
;
indeed the

irons shall not remain till night. If you will

consent to this, when the crown shall come to

me, I will put the whole world under your

power."

Rustem answered :

"
It would be a lasting

shame to me if a Prince such as you are should

refuse to come under my roof. As for the irons,

I cannot suffer them
;
but everything else that

you command I will do."
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The Prince said :

"
I cannot disobey the com-

mands of the King my father by coming under

your roof. But come and feast with me. Let

us enjoy the present. Why need we think of

the future?"

So Rustem departed to put on such a dress

as was suitable for a banquet. But when he

was gone the Prince said to himself,
" Why

should I seek friendship with this man ? I

will not invite him."

Rustem waited long for the invitation, and

was grievously offended that it did not come.

At last he said,
"

I will go and talk to this

courteous Prince, and tell him my mind."

When he arrived at the Prince's tent, he

said,
"
Young man, these are strange customs

that you introduce. Was not, then, your guest
worth so much as a message ?

"

The Prince excused himself by saying, "The

day was hot, and the way was long, and I was

unwilling to trouble you. But now as you

came, sit down by my side and drink a cup of

wine with me."

So saying, he offered Rustem a place at his

left hand. But Rustem said,
"

I have never
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sat but at the right hand of kings." So they

gave him a place at the Prince's right hand.

The Prince then said :

"
I have heard that

your father Zal, when he was born, was of so

unsightly an appearance that his father could

not bear to look on him
;
and that even the

Simorg, when he was exposed on the moun-

tain, would not carry him as food for her

young."
Rustem answered :

" Why do you use such

injurious words?" And he proceeded to

describe the greatness of his family, and to

enumerate his own achievements. And the

Prince, on the other hand, boasted of his own

race and of what he had himself accomplished.

When they had thus talked together for a

time, Isfendiar said :

" We have boasted

enough. I am hungry and thirsty ;
let us eat

and drink. To-morrow we will try each other's

strength on the field of battle."

Isfendiar ordered meat and drink to be

brought, and they sat down to table. All

were astonished to see Rustem's appetite.

Joint after joint of roasted lamb did he eat,

till the Prince could scarcely believe his eyes.
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At last he said :

"
Bring us wine

;
let it be

new wine, not old. We will see how Rustem

will behave himself when he has well drunk."

The cupbearer brought a goblet so great

that no one could have believed it possible

that a man could empty it
;
but Rustem drained

every drop, drinking to the health of the King
of Kings. The cupbearer brought it again

full
;
but the hero said :

" This wine wants no

water
;
water does but spoil it."

So the Prince said :

"
Bring another cup

without water."

But Rustem astonished him more and more.

When the time of departure was come,

Rustem said :

"
Prince, I pray you to come

under my roof, though it be but for a few

hours. Listen to the voice of reason, and let

us be at peace."

Isfendiar answered :

" As for coming under

your roof, I have spoken already. But listen

to me. Suffer me to bind you and bring you
before the King. Believe me that, if you will

consent, he will think more highly of you than

before."
"

I cannot endure the disgrace of being



THE LAST VICTORY OF RUSTEM. 239

bound," said Rustem. " Did I suffer it, I

should lose all the glory that I have gained.

Why are you so bent on strife ? Believe me,

it will turn out ill both for your life and for

mine."

The Prince answered :

"
Say no more

; my
purpose is fixed. To-morrow, on the field of

battle, we will see who is the better man."

But when Rustem was departing, Isfendiar

said to his brother :

"
I am astonished at this

hero, so strong is he, so noble in countenance.

Nevertheless the orders of the King must be

obeyed, and to-morrow I will darken for him

the light of the sun."

His brother answered :

" Listen to me. Go
to-morrow without escort to the hero's palace.

I am sure that his heart is full of loyalty to the

King and to you. Speak peaceably to him,

and banish this unreasonable anger from your

heart."

The Prince made no reply ;
he was bent on

his own fall.

On the other hand, the old man Zal urgently

entreated his son that he should not fight with

the Prince.
"

If you fall," he said, "by the
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hand of this young man, the glory of our house

is departed. If you kill him, you kill the son

of a king, and you cover yourself with disgrace.

Go and submit yourself to him
;

if you will not

do that, ransom yourself with all your treasures.

Whatever you do, do not fight with the Prince."

Rustem said :

"
I spoke peaceably to him,

but he would not hear me. Nevertheless,

have no fear for his life; I will not wound

him. No; I will snatch him from his saddle

and carry him off a prisoner. Then he shall

be my guest ;
and when we are friends I will

take and set him on the throne of Persia."

Zal smiled to hear such talk from his son.

" These are foolish words," he said.
" Do

you talk of carrying off the son of the King
and bringing him to my palace? This is not

such a thing as you should say."

And he bowed his head to the ground and

prayed :

" O Judge and Master of the World,

deliver us from our troubles."

The next day, as soon as it was light,

Rustem armed himself for battle, and went out

to meet Isfendiar, who also armed himself, and

leapt on the back of his charger, as a leopard



THE LAST VICTORY OF Rl'STEM. 241

leaps on to the back of a wild ass. So the two

met together, the old warrior and the young.

But, first, Rustem again attempted to turn

Isfendiar from his purpose.
"

If you are bent," said he,
" on battle, why

not bid your Persians advance ? I, on my
part, will command my warriors of Zabulistan

to charge. We can sit here in peace, and

see others fight till we are satisfied."

" This is folly," answered Isfendiar; "what

quarrel is there between Persia and Zabulistan ?

Let our armies remain in peace. We two will

fight, and will see whether Isfendiar's charger
will return riderless to his stable, or Raksh go
back without his master to the palace of Zal."

Then the two champions delayed no longer,

but fell upon each other. First they fought

with their spears, and when these were broken

they drew their swords, and when their swords

were shivered to pieces they seized their clubs,

and when the handles of the clubs were broken

by the violence of their blows, they threw their

lassos
;
each caught the other round the body ;

each used all his strength to drag his adversary

from the saddle, but neither could prevail. So



242 THE STORY OF KUSTEM.

they fought till both they and their horses

were worn-out with weariness.

In the meanwhile, the lieutenants of Rustem

had provoked a battle between the two armies,

and in this battle two valiant youths, sons of

Prince Isfendiar, were killed. When Isfendiar

heard this bad news he was transported with

rage.

"Is this the way," he cried to Rustem,

"that nobles keep treaties? Do you hear

this, that your chiefs have killed my two sons ?
"

Rustem said :

"
I swear by the head of the

King, and by the sun, and by my sword, that

this is no doing of mine. Whoever has been

in fault, though it were my own brother, I will

bind him hand and foot and carry him before

the King, and you shall have vengeance for

the blood of your sons."

"It is idle,' answered the Prince, "to kill

the snake to avenge the peacock's death. No
save yourself, for your last hour has come."

Thus saying, he seized his bow and arrows,

and rained a shower of arrows on Rustem and

Raksh. Sixty arrows there were in all, and

there was not one of them but what wounded
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the hero or his horse. But Rustem, with his

arrows, did not inflict so much as a single

wound upon his adversary. The hero felt

all his strength passing from him, and said :

"
It is enough for to-day ; night is at hand,

and no one can fight in the darkness. Go to

your tent, and I will return to my palace, and

rest awhile, and heal my wounds. And I will

call my best counsellors together, and we will

consider whether we will not obey your com-

mands."

Isfendiar said :

" Old man, you know many

stratagems and devices. Do not think that

you deceive me. But go I spare your life

for to-night."

So Rustem departed. And Isfendiar went to

his tent and lamented over the death of his two

sons. Theirbodies hesent to the King in coffins

of gold on biers of ebony, with this message :

" See the first fruits of your devices ! Isfen-

diar is yet alive, but I know not what fate is in

store for him. He is consumed with sorrow,

and you enjoy the pleasures of the throne;

but remember that these pleasures do not last

for ever."
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Meanwhile Rustem held council with Zal

his father, and with the chiefs.

"
I am in despair," he said.

" Never before

have I met a warrior who could resist me
;
but

now I am helpless against this Isfendiar. My
arrows could no more pierce his cuirass than a

thorn can pierce a rock. If it had not been

for the darkness, he had certainly slain me.

Nothing remains for me but to mount on

Raksh and ride away to some distant country

where this terrible enemy shall not be able to

find me."

Zal said :

" My son, listen to me. There is

yet one hope of safety. We will call the

Simorg to our help."

Immediately Zal climbed a high mountain,

taking with him three censers filled with fire,

and being accompanied by three magicians.

When he reached the crest of the mountain, he

took out a feather which was wrapped in a

piece of brocade, and stirring the fire in one

of the censers, burnt the feather. At the end

of the first watch, the night suddenly became

darker than before : it was the Simorg, which

had spied the glimmer of the fire. The bird
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approached in great circles, and Zal rose from

the ground with the magicians, who all the while

were burning incense, and did homage to it.

The Simorg said,
"
Prince, why have you

called me by burning this feather ?"

" Because my house is in danger," answered

Zal.
" Rustem is so grievously wounded that

I fear for his life
;
and Raksh, his horse, is

nearly dead."

The Simorg said,
" Let me see the warrior

and his horse."

So Zal sent for Rustem and Raksh
;
and

they came, though they had scarcely strength

to move.

The Simorg examined their wounds, and first

drew from the hero's body four arrow-heads.

Then he sucked the blood from the wounds

with his beak
; lastly he rubbed them with his

wings. Rustem, in a moment, felt all his

strength return to him.
" Dress the wounds," said the Bird,

" and

take care for seven days not to hurt yourself.

If you will dip one of my feathers in milk,

and pass it over the places, they will soon be

healed."
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Then he did the same service to Raksh,

drawing from his body six arrow-heads. The
horse's strength came back, and he neighed,

to his master's great joy.
"
Why," said the Simorg,

" did you seek to

do battle with Isfendiar?"
" He would have chained me," answered

Rustem,
" and my soul could not endure such

dishonour."
" Listen to me," said the Simorg again.

"Offer your homage to this son of a king.

Surrender yourself to him. If his hour is

come, he will refuse your submission
;

if that

be so, I know a way of delivering you."

The Bird then led the way to a tamarisk-

tree.

"Choose," said he to the hero, "the

straightest, longest, and finest branch that

'you can find. To this branch is bound the

fate of Isfendiar. Make it straight before the

fire
;
look out a well-tempered arrow-head for

it
;
feather it well

;
and if it is Isfendiar's hour

to die, this is the weapon by which he will

perish."

Rustem did exactly as the Bird had com-
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manded him. When the time was come, he

presented himself before Isfendiar, and offered

his submission. "
Only," he said,

"
spare me

the chains
; they will disgrace me for ever."

" This is idle talk," said the Prince
;

" choose

between chains and battle."

Then Rustem, seeing that his submission

was not accepted, bent his bow, and laid the

arrow of tamarisk-wood in rest, and so held it,

while he prayed in secret to God. The Prince,

seeing him delay, thought that he did it from

fear, and taunted him. Then Rustem hesitated

no longer, but let the arrow fly, aiming at the

Prince's eye. The arrow flew straight at its

mark, and Isfendiar's strength left him in a

moment
;
his bow dropped from his hand, and

he seized his horse's mane.
" You have reaped as you have sown," cried

Rustem
; "you thought yourself an invincible

hero, and now a single arrow has robbed you
of all your strength."

As he spoke, the Prince dropped from his

horse upon the ground. There he lay sense-

less for a while; then, sitting upon the ground,
h<t drew the arrow from his eye, covered as
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it was with blood from the steel to the

feathers.

Two of his nobles, seeing what had hap-

pened, ran up and lifted him from the ground,

uttering loud cries of grief and despair. The
white-haired Zal also hastened to the place,

and lamented over this misfortune.
" The wise men have told me," he cried,

"that the man who slays Isfendiar, will have

no peace either in this world or in the next."

Isfendiar said : "Trouble not yourselves. It

is not Rustem that has slain me, nor the

Simorg, nor the magical arrow. It is my father

who sent me to my death. But do you,

Rustem, take my son Bahman in your charge ;

teach him the ways of a king, for it has been

foretold to me that he will sit upon the throne

that has been denied to me."

Rustem laid his right hand upon his heart,

and swore that he would do as Isfendiar had

said.

Then the soul of Isfendiar was satisfied.

This was the last victory of Rustem.



CHAPTER XIII.

THE DEATH OF RUSTEM.

ZAL of the white hair had born to him in his

old age a son of singular beauty. But when

the astrologers came to cast his horoscope,

they were perplexed and terrified at what they

found. They said to Zal,
" We have learnt

the secret of the heavens
;
but it is of evil

import for you and yours. This beautiful son

will be the ruin of your house
;
he will con-

found the land of Persia
;
few and bitter will

be his own days, and there will be few of his

kindred that will survive him."

Zal gave the lad the name of Sheghad, and

sent him, when he was grown up, to the King
of Cabul. When the King saw that he was

tall and handsome, and fit in all respects to sit

upon a throne, he showed him great kindness,
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provided for him bountifully, and finally gave
him his daughter in marriage.

Rustem was accustomed to receive every

year from the King of Cabul a bull's hide, as

a token of sovereignty ;
and the King hoped

that, now that Sheghad was become his son-in-

law, this tribute would be remitted. But when

the proper time came, Rustem sent his mes-

senger as usual, and demanded the bull's hide.

The King, and still more Sheghad, were

greatly offended at this conduct.
" Why should I respect my elder brother,"

said he, "when he is not ashamed to behave

to me so unkindly ? I care for him no more

than if he were a stranger."

One night the King and his son-in-law could

not sleep for thinking of this affair, but sat

talking of how they might rid the world of

Rustem. At last Sheghad said to the King:
" Listen to my scheme. Make a great feast,

and invite all the nobles to it
;
while we are

drinking wine, say something insulting to me.

I will leave the table, as if in anger, and, going
to Zabulistan, will complain to my father and

my brother of the King of Cabul. Then
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Rustem will come to redress my wrongs. You

must find a hunting-ground, and cause a num-

ber of pits to be dug in it
; they must be large

enough for Rustem and Raksh, his horse.

The bottom of the pits must be filled with

swords and lances and hunting spears, with

their handles in the earth and their points

upwards. Let a great number of them be dug,

a hundred rather than five
;
and take care

that you say nothing of the matter no, not

even to the sun."

So the King made a feast, and invited to it

all the nobles of the land. When their heads

were full of the fumes of wine, Sheghad began
to boast of his parentage.

"There is no one equal to me in this com-

pany," he cried.
" Zal is my father, and

Rustem my brother."

"The King said : "You are no brother of

Rustem. You are the son of a slave !

"

Then Sheghad started up in a rage, and left

the banqueting hall, and set out for Zabulistan.

When he came to the palace, his brother asked

him :

" How do you fare in Cabul ?
"

Sheghad said :

" Do not speak to me of
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Cabul. The King has insulted me beyond

bearing ; yes, and you too.
' You are no son

of Zal,' he said,
'

and, though you were, it

would be nothing to your honour.' Then I

came away in a rage."
" Rustem said :

" My brother, do not trouble

yourself about this fellow. I will humble him

in the dust, and give his crown to you."

Then Rustem commanded his lieutenants

to assemble an army ;
but Sheghad said :

" Do
not trouble yourself to lead an army against

Cabul. The mere sound of your name will be

enough. Already, I am sure, the King repents

of his folly, and he will send his chiefs to

entreat your pardon."
" You are right," said Rustem,

"
I have no

need to take an army against Cabul. A hun-

dred horsemen will be sufficient."

Meanwhile the King of Cabul had caused

the pits to be made according to Sheghad's
advice. They were so skilfully hidden, that

neither man nor horse could possibly discover

them.

As soon as Rustem had set out, Sheghad
sent a message to the King.

" Rustem has set
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out without an army. Come and make a pre-

tence of entreating his pardon."

So the King came to meet Rustem, his

tongue covered with honey, his heart full of

poison. And as soon as he spied him in the

distance, he dismounted, uncovered his head,

drew his shoes from his feet, and, throwing
himself on the ground, begged pardon for the

injurious words that he had used to Sheghad.
So Rustem pardoned him, and accompanied
him on his return to his capital.

Near the city the King had had a feast

prepared in a beautiful garden ; and, as they
sat at the wine, he said: "

If you have any
wish to hunt, I have a park where the plains

and hills abound with wild beasts. There are

lions among the hills, and in the plain roe-deer

and wild asses."

Rustem heard this with delight, for his fate

had come upon him. He bade Raksh be

saddled, took his falcons, and put his bow in its

case, and set out. As they were following the

chase, all his companions left him, and he for

so fate would have it approached the place

where the pits had been dug. Raksh, how-
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ever, smelt the newly-turned earth, and reared,

and would not advance. But Rustem was

determined to go on, and, blinded by his fate,

lifted his whip in a rage, and touched Raksh,

though but lightly, with it. The horse bounded

at the stroke, and fell with two of his feet

in one of the pits. His sides were terribly

wounded, and Rustem's breast and legs were

also pierced. Nevertheless, such was his

strength, he disentangled himself from the trap,

and recovered his footing on the side of the pit.

When he opened his eyes he saw Sheghad,
and knew from his face that he had contrived

this treachery.
" You will repent of this," he

cried.

But Sheghad said :

" You have deserved

your end for all the blood that you have shed."

At this moment the King arrived, and when

he saw how seriously Rustem was wounded, he

pretended to be grieved, and said :

" How has

this misfortune happened ? I will go at once

and fetch physicians to heal your wounds."
" The time is past," answered Rustem,

" when physicians can help me. I am passing

away, as better men before me have passed.
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But be sure that my son will avenge my
death."

Then he turned to Sheghad and said :

" Grant me this one favour. Give me my
bow and two arrows. I would not be torn in

pieces by a lion, as I lie helpless here."

Sheghad drew the bow from its case, and

put it into Rustem's hand, smiling, as he did

so, with joy that his brother was dying. Rus-

tem griped it with a mighty grasp, weakened

though he was with the pain of his wounds.

When Sheghad saw how strong he was, he

was struck with terror, and tried to hide him-

self. There was a plane-tree close at hand,

and behind this he sheltered himself. But Rus-

tem laid an arrow in rest, and drew his bow

with such strength that the arrow passed right

through both the tree and Sheghad. The
hero rejoiced and said :

" Thanks be to God
that I have been able to revenge myself on

this traitor." And as he spo.ke his spirit left

him.

This was the end of Rustem.
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THE STORY OF KEHAMA.

CHAPTER I.

THE CURSE.

IT was midnight in Kehama's city, and yet

there was not a man, or woman, or child, that

slept from one end of it to the other ;
it was

midnight, and yet the streets were bright as

at noonday. For Kehama, the great Rajah,

made a splendid funeral for his dead son.

First in the procession came the priests, the

Brahmins, and after them the dead man, seated

upright in his palankeen. There is a glow on

his cheek, but it is only from the curtains of

crimson silk
;
he nods his head, but it is only

from the motion of the bearers' steps. Close

behind his son came the great Rajah himself,

and next to him, each in her gilded palankeen,
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the dead man's wives, who are doomed to die

with their lord
;
and after these again, closely

guarded by a company of bowmen, a man and

a girl. The man is Ladurlad
;

it was he who
dealt Arvalan his death-blow

;
the girl is Kail-

yal, his daughter ;
it was in defending her

that Ladurlad did the deed.

And now the funeral rites are finished
;

nothing but ashes remains of the dead man's

body ;
and Kehama, approaching the great

slab of stone on which it had been laid for the

burning, spreads on it honey and rice, and calls

on the spirit of his son. The spirit comes,

though none but Kehama could perceive the

thin unsubstantial form. "
Is this all that you

can do for me," said Arvalan,
"
this funeral

pomp and show, you who are mightier than

the gods ?
"

Kehama's grief was changed to anger at this

reproach.
"
Fool," he cried,

" fool that you
were, when I had secured you against fire, and

sword, and the common accidents of man, to

perish by a stake in a peasant's hand ! In a

little time I could have made you safe against

death itself."
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"
It is useless to reproach me," answered

Arvalan
;

"
it was my hour of folly, and my fate

was too strong for me. But is there nothing
that you can do for me ? The elements, fire

and air and water, torture my naked soul."

"
They shall do so no more," said Kehama.

" Is there anything else that you desire ?"

"Yes," cried the spirit,
"
vengeance !

"

Then Kehama turned, and raising his hand

to silence the crowd, said :

"
Bring forth the

murderer."

Ladurlad stepped forward at the word, but

Kailyal hung back, looking round for help,

though indeed she knew that help there was

none. Now it so chanced that on the brink of

the river was a wooden image, roughly carved,

of Marriataly, the goddess of the poor. When

Kailyal saw it, she sprang to it, and clasped it

tightly with her arms. The guards seized her,

and would have dragged her away ;
but as they

dragged she clung still closer and closer. And

now, as the image rocks and bends with the

strain, they fancy that the girl is slackening her

hold, and drag with redoubled effort, when, of

a sudden, the image yields to their force
;
and



262 THE STORY OF KEHA AtA.

as it yields, the bank crumbles, and gives way
under their feet, and all, the guards and the

girl alike, are plunged headlong into the

stream.
" She has escaped me," said the Rajah, "but

the more guilty criminal is left." And he

looked with a dreadful frown at Ladurlad.
"
Mercy !

"
cried the wretched man,

"
mercy !

It was only to save my child that I slew the

Prince. Mercy!"
Kehama said not a word, but stood buried

in meditation. He had no thought of mercy ;

he made no account of right and justice; he

considered only how his vengeance might be

most complete. At last he spoke.
"
Ladurlad," he said, "I charm thy life from

steel and stone and wood, from the bite of the

serpent, from the tooth of the wild beast, from

sickness, and from time. Earth is mine, and

it shall deny thee its fruits; water is mine, and

it shall fly from thy approach ;
the winds are

mine, and they shall pass by thee. Thou shalt

seek death, but shall seek it in vain. Thou

shalt live with an unquenched fire in thy heart

and thy brain as long as my power shall last."
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And he turned away to the crowd
;

and

Ladurlad wandered away, overwhelmed with

his misery. His feet took him, not knowing or

caring whither he went, to the river bank
;
and

there he spied something floating down the

stream. It seemed like the trunk of a tree;

but as he was turning away, he caught a

glimpse of a woman's robe.
" Ah !

"
he thought

to himself,
" the goddess has saved her," and he

plunged into the river. The water knew the

spell that Kehama had laid upon it, and shrunk

before him, and almost in a moment he had

caught his daughter in his arms, and drawn her

to the shore. There he laid her on the sand,

and chafed her heart and her feet, laying

them bare to the warmth of the sun. Long
he laboured with scarcely a hope ;

at last her

eyelids began to tremble, and then her lips, and

after her bosom to heave. She lived again.

When she opened her eyes, and saw her

father, a thrill of hope shot through her. "He
has spared us, then," she cried.

He shook his head. " He has laid a curse

upon me, a curse which will cling to me for

ever. No wind may breathe on me
;
no water
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touch me. Sleep may never light on me
;
and

even death itself is denied to me."

The girl looked at him incredulously ;
but

when she put her hand on his garments, and

found them still dry, though he had brought
her from the depths of the river, she knew that

he had spoken the truth.



CHAPTER II.

THE GLENDOVEER.

ALL that day the unhappy Ladurlad and his

daughterwandered across the plain and through
the jungle. They had no care or thought
of the way, except, indeed, to be as far as

possible from Kehama's city. When darkness

overtook them they were at a place where a

white flag marked the spot where some poor
victim had been seized by a tiger. At other

times they would have fled from the neighbor-

hood as from a pestilence. Now Ladurlad was

beyond all fear, as he was beyond all hope, and

Kailyal had no thought except for her father.

There, then, they lay down to rest, though
there was no rest for the unhappy Ladurlad.

Still, for his daughter's sake, he feigned to

be asleep, and she, listening to his regular
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breathing, and hoping against hope, began to

believe that the gods might have had pity upon

him, and given him a respite from the pain

of the curse. So she sat and listened, till at

last, wearied as she was with her day's wander-

ing, sleep overtook her, and she ceased her

watch.

Then Ladurlad thought to himself :

" Why
should I cumber this innocent girl with my
unhappy company ? Why should she bear the

burden of a woe which she cannot relieve?"

He lifted his head from her lap. She did not

wake. He stood up, and still she slept. Silently

he stole away ;
then she felt that he was gone.

For a moment she stood, listening to his steps

and not knowing what to do. Then, with a

shriek, she rushed after him
;
but the night and

the thickness of the jungle hindered her, and

he quickened his steps when he was aware oi

her pursuit.

While she stood utterly perplexed, she hean

the howl of a tiger in the distance. But when

she turned, something more dreadful encoun-

tered her a human form, a shape of lurid light,

dimly seen in the darkness. Nearer and nearer
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it came, as she stood spell-bound with horror;

and she knew the face of Arvalan ! The

spectre stretched out its hands to clasp her.

Then the spell was broken, and she fled. It so

chanced that by the wayside was a temple, the

temple of Pollear, the elephant-headed god to

whom travellers pray, standing with doors wide

open. The maiden rushed headlong into the

shrine, and clasped the altar. Even at the

altar the pursuing spectre seized her. But the

insulted god caught him with his elephant-

trunk, and hurled him, as a stone is hurled by a

catapult, into the depths of the forest.

Kailyal did not stay to see how she had

been saved, but, rushing on wildly through the

jungle, struck her foot on the root of a man-

chineel-tree, and there lay, like one dead, under

the poisonous shade.

It so chanced that one of the Glendoveers,

the winged children of Casyapa, the Father

of the gods, was abroad that night, disport-

ing himself in the air. He chanced to see

Kailyal as she lay, and pitying one so beauti-

ful and so unhappy, bore her to his father's

abode.
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Said Casyapa to his son Ereenia was the

name of the Glendoveer :

" Do you know what

you have done, bringing a mortal into this holy

place ?"

"
I found her," said Ereenia,

" under the

shade of a poison-tree, lying lifeless as you see

her."

" But what if she is a sinful mortal, one

doomed to death?"
"
Sinful, my father ! surely she cannot be

with that sweet, innocent face. But, my father,

why do you ask questions of me, you who
know all things?"

"Do you know Kehama?"
" The Almighty Man ! Who does not know

him and his fearful power? Who does not

know the tyrant of earth, and the enemy of

heaven ?"
" Do you fear him ?"
"

I know that he is terrible."

Terrible indeed ! He has such power that

there is hope even in hell
; yes, and fear in

heaven. The spirits of the condemned are

glad ;
the souls of the blessed suspend their

joy. Nay, the very gods are afraid. Brahma
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fears, and Veshnoo turns his face in doubt to

Seeva's throne."
"

I have seen Indra tremble at his prayers

and dreadful penances, prayers and penances
which claim from Seeva a power so vast that

even he cannot grant it and be safe."

"
Ereenia, will you dare this Almighty Man ?

"

"I, my father? I dare him?"
"
If not, take the maid again to earth

; drop
her before the tiger, as he prowls for his prey,

or under the poison-tree, that they may work

Kehama's will."

" Never never will I do it."

"Then meet his wrath."
" But why not shelter her here, my father ?"

" My son, it cannot be. I have piety and

wisdom and peace ;
but I have not the strength

to resist this almighty Kehama, no, nor even

the spirit of the dead Arvalan."
" Arvalan !

"

"Kehama has given his dead son all the

faculties of which the dead are capable, until

his hour of judgment comes."

"See! she lives ! And lo ! her hand touches

the Holy River at its sources. Were there
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anything impure in that hand, the waters

would shrink from it. But see, they play

about it, and leap, and sparkle, as if to wel-

come her."
" Of a truth she is pure from sin," cried

Casyapa.
"
But, my son, what will you do with

the maid ?" for now, at the bidding of the Glen-

doveer, a ship of heaven came sailing down the

skies.

"My father," answered Ereenia, "I will

carry her straight to the Swerga, to Indra's

own dwelling. Indra is the foe of her foe, and

he should protect her. But if the god shrinks

from the Rajah's might, and is unwilling to try

the perilous ship, then, small as I am, I will

stand forth and plead the maiden's cause in the

presence of Seeva himself."
"
It is well," said the Father of the gods ;

"
it is well. Stand forth without fear

;
and

whatever may befall, still trust in Him. He
will do and cause to be done that which is

right."

The ship of heaven went on its way and

carried the Glendoveerand the maiden on their

way to the Paradise of Swerga, the dwelling of
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Indra. When they had reached it, he said to

her :

" Rest in peace, maiden. Feeble as I

am, I will guard you. The Almighty Rajah
shall not harm you, so long as Indra keeps
his throne."

"
Ah," cried Kailyal,

" and you too fear

him!"

"So long as the Swerga is safe, you are

safe also."

" But save not me only. I have a most

unhappy father
;
Kehama's curse is on him.

Can you not save him also ?
"

"
Come, plead your cause to Lndra himself."

So saying, he lifted Kailyal on his wings,

and carried her to where Indra sat upon his

throne.

There was trouble on the face of the god,

and it grew darker and deeper when he saw

Ereenia and the mortal maid.

Ereenia said :

" Hear me, Indra. I found

this child of man brought near to death, I

know not by what mishap. I carried her to

the dwelling of the Father of the gods, in-

tending, when she should have been healed,

to restore her to earth. But when I heard
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her fate, I had other thoughts. She is one of

those who groan beneath the power of the

Almighty Rajah, and she is persecuted by the

spectre of his dead son Arvalan. What choice

had I but to bring her hither ? Here she is

safe, for here thou art yet supreme."
"
Ereenia," answered the god,

" no child

of man may dwell in these bowers of bliss.

With man must come Time and Wrath and

Change ;
and these once come, our happiness

would pass. A stronger hand than mine may
wrest this Paradise from me

;
but I will do

nothing to prgvoke the fate."

"
Fear," said Ereenia,

" courts the blow.

Fear will lay us prostrate under the wheels of

destiny."

"It maybe," answered Indra, "thatVeshnoo

will again descend and serve the gods. Did

he not save them before from another such

Almighty Man, from Ravanen, killing him

with the arrows that never fail ?
"

"
It is an idle hope," said the Glendoveer.

" Put forth thy own strength for thine own

salvation. Would that the lightnings which

play harmlessly about thy head were mine.
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The Swerga would not want a champion nor

Earth a deliverer."

"Think you," cried Indra in wrath,
" that I

want the will to strike my enemy ? But of a

truth I can no more cast down this Kehama
than can you. He went on from conquest to

conquest till all the kings of the earth had

received his yoke. When the steam of the

sacrifice went up which was to proclaim him

Omnipotent below, then was the time to strike

him with the thunderbolt. That time went

by ;
and now by prayers and penances he has

wrested such power from Fate, that if Seeva

turn not his eyes on earth and Veshnoo de-

scend not to save, he will seize the Swerga
for his own, and roll his chariot-wheels through

Padalon, the dwelling of the dead, and force

from Yamen's charge the cup of Immortality.

My thunders cannot pierce the sphere of

power which encompasses him."
" Take me to earth, blessed Spirit," cried

Kailyal, when she heard the word of fate from

Indra's mouth. "
If my father must still bear

the curse, he shall not bear it alone."

"Child of earth," said Indra, "thou hast
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already the divine spirit, for duty is thy

guide." Then he turned to Ereenia and said :

" Take her to where the Ganges has his

second birth. There may she and her father

rest secure till the hour of doom shall come."



CHAPTER III.

LADURLAD.

FOR ninety-and-nine days, day after day,

Kehama had led the victim, a horse which

no man had bestridden, to Seeva's shrine.

One more day, one more victim, and the rite

will be complete ;
Kehama will then have

accomplished his desire
;
the power of Heaven

as of Earth will be his, and he will seize the

throne and wield the thunderbolts of Indra.

Is Seeva the Destroyer blind ? Why does

not Veshnoo descend to save mankind and

the gods ?

For a year and a day the steed destined

for the sacrifice has wandered where he would.

No man's hand has combed his mane
;
his

mouth has never felt bit or bridle
; to-day at

noon he must bleed
;
and then Kehama grasps
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against the very will of Fate, the power which

he desires.

It is high noon, and the many guards which

lest anything by chance should mar the sacri-

fice, have kept the victim in sight, contracts

its circle, and drives him in towards the

shrine. In long files before the temple court

stand the Rajah's archers
;

between them,

starting and flinging up his head, moves on

the untamed steed, and the multitude closes

up the rear
;
while in front the white-robed

Brahmins stand with the axe prepared with

which Kehama is to complete the sacrifice.

Within the temple, on his golden couch,

with the attendants fanning him with peacock

plumes, lies the great Rajah, watching the

perfumed light that measures out the hours

as they pass. And now the time is come
;

the sun is at its height in the heavens
;
he

rises from his couch and takes the axe in his

hand, ready to strike the victim.

That instant with a loud cry sprang a man
from out the crowd. A thousand archers

loosed their bows, as they stood with their

arrows at rest
;
not a shaft missed its aim.
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But it was in vain that they fell upon him,

thick as a storm of hail. Kehama clasped his

hands in agony as he saw the daring wretch

grasp the horse's mane, spring with a sudden

bound upon its back, and gallop furiously

round and round.

They seized him
; they dragged him to the

Rajah's feet. What tortures are in store for

him ? What new punishment will the baffled

tyrant invent ? The multitude, standing silent,

but with hatred and curses in their hearts,

tremble to think. 'But the man himself is

calm as death. There was even a ghastly
smile upon his lips, and dreadful hope in

his eye.
"
Yes, Rajah," he cried,

"
it is I !

Wilt thou kill me now ?"

Kehama's face fell when he saw Ladurlad.
" That wretch again !

"
he cried

;
and he struck

his forehead, and stood awhile in silent rage.

Then with a bitter smile he said :

" Let him

go ;
he has the curse

; he can suffer nothing
more. But ye," and he turned in fury to the

archers,
"
ye who did not stop him, tremble ye."

Then he commanded the archers to pile

their arms, and calling his horsemen, bade
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them hem in the offenders, and slay till not a

man was left alive.

Once more Ladurlad, left to go whither he

would, wandered away ;
and this time his feet

carried him unwittingly to his own home. He
found it deserted and desolate. As he sat

and thought of his unhappy lot, and the child

whom he had left and lost, he heard a sound

of mocking laughter that seemed to come from

the air, and looking up he saw the face of the

dead Arvalan. Only the face it was, without

a body, and the eyes shone with a lurid light

as of sulphur. Well Ladurlad knew that

hateful countenance, and seizing from the

ground a blackened stake it was the very
stake with which he had slain him, arid the

dead man's blood was still upon it he tried

once and again to strike the spectre. Again
the face laughed in scorn

;
then there seemed

to come forth a hand, which caught the sun-

beams, and turned its heat and light condensed

upon Ladurlad. It was a useless cruelty!

The stake fell from his hand, burned to white

ashes, but the man felt no new pain. Kehama's

curse had charmed him from such suffering,
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so fierce was the fire already in his heart and

brain.

Then the spectre put out another hand, and

a whirlwind came down from the sky, and

scooping up the sand like smoke, sent down

the burning shower upon Ladurlad's head.

Whichever way he turned, the accursed hand

waved to guide the burning storm.

But help was at hand. Ereenia, his heavenly
sword in hand, hastened down from toe height.

Thrice he drove it through the spectre, till the

foul creature fled, howling with pain. Then

he called the ship of heaven. Obedient to his

word it came, and Kailyal in it
;
and there by

the daughter's side he laid the father, still dizzy

with the storm of burning sand.

Swift through the air the ship bore that

happy company, Ladurlad, and Kailyal, and

the Glendoveer, and carried them to the place

where the persecuted father and child were to

rest till the struggle between Kehama and the

gods should be finished. There was some time

of respite, for the final sacrifice had to be begun

again from the beginning ;
and till this should

be done, earth and heaven alike had peace.
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One evening during this happy period the

Glendoveer was displaying to Kailyal, as she

sat by the spring of the holy river, his power
of flight, spreading his dark-blue wings, and

now gliding over the surface of the lake, now

rising into the air, now diving into the depths
of the water. Camdeo, the boy-god of Love,

came by, riding on his parrot, having in his

hand the bow of sugar-cane, the string of which

is made of flowers, and the arrows are tipped

with poison. He aimed a shaft at the Glen-

doveer, and struck him full on the breast, but

the arrow dropped without harming him.
" Go !

"
cried the Glendoveer,

" aim at idler

hearts. My love for the maid is deeper than

comes from thy arrows."

Meanwhile the god had aimed a second

arrow at Kailyal ;
but before he could let it

fly, the string broke in his hand.
" See !

"
cried the Glendoveer, again,

" thou

hast no power for mischief here."

So the days of rest passed by.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE ANCIENT TOMBS.

THE time came all too soon when Kehama's

sacrifice was duly completed, and the Almighty

Rajah became Lord of the Paradise of Swerga.

Casyapa and the other gods retreated to the

second sphere, and Ladurlad and his daughter
were compelled to return to the earth. For

some time they lived unmolested, choosing for

their home an ancient banyan-tree, whose fifty

trunks, self-planted in the ground, made a wel-

come shade both from sun and storm. At last

some ill-chance brought to the place a band

of devotees of Juggernaut, who, seeing the

wonderful beauty of Kailyal, seized her, and

carried her off to be the bride of their god.

There, in the temple, on the feast day when

the great car is dragged by the frantic crowds,
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Arvalan, who had summoned to his aid a power-
ful sorceress named Lorrinite, would have

seized her. The Glendoveer, indeed, hearing
her cry for help, appeared on the instant, and

catching the foul creature raised him to the

temple, and dashed him howling to the floor.

But when the earth was in Kehama's power, it

was not the time for good spirits to prevail, and

Lorrinite summoned a host of demons to her

help, and commanded them to seize and bind

him. In vain did he ply his sword of heavenly

temper; their numbers overpowered him, and

now there were no gods to help.
"
Carry him," cried Lorrinite the sorceress,

"to the ancient tombs beneath the sea. The

gods cannot help him now, and for man there

is no way thither."

So the demons carried the Glendoveer away
to the tombs.

Meanwhile the sorceress restored the shat-

tered form of Arvalan. But when he turned

again to seize the maiden Kailyal, she in her

despair caught up a torch, and set fire to the

hangings of the temple. In a moment the

whole shrine was wrapped in flames. Con-
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founded with the blaze, Lorrinite and Arvalan

fled from the place ; but, when Kailyal was

about to throw herself into the fire, Ladurlad,

plunging unharmed through the flames, caught
her in his arms, and carried her safely away.

And so again the power of the curse preserved

the innocent, whom it had been intended to

destroy.

"Ereenia!" cried Kailyal, when she began
to breathe again.

" My child," said Ladurlad,
" do not reproach

him. Evil now rules the world, and no good

spirit can venture here."

"
Nay," answered Kailyal,

" but he did ven-

ture, and the demons beat him down, and

carried him off to the tombs beneath the sea.

So said their hideous mistress, and she

boasted that there are now no gods to help,

and that there is no way for man to that place."
" See again," said Ladurlad,

" how short-

sighted is wickedness ! Truly there is no way
for man to the tombs beneath the sea, for the

waves surround and cover them
;
but I am not

as other men."
" Let us go," cried Kailyal,

" to set him free."
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For many days they journeyed, and as they

went, Ladurlad told his daughter the story of

Baly, the great Rajah how he had conquered
the earth and seized the heavens

;
and how

he fell. The story was this :

When the conqueror had seated himself on

the throne of the Swerga, Veshnoo came and

stood before him in the shape of a dwarfish

Brahmim. " Give me, great Rajah," said the

god,
" three steps, and no more, of thy great

kingdom ;

"
and Baly, who never refused a

suppliant's prayer, answered :

" Take thy

boon, and measure it where thou wilt." Then

Veshnoo with one step measured the earth,

and with a second measured the heavens.

"Where shall I take the third?" said the god;
and the Rajah knew him, and prostrating him-

self before him, begged for pardon. And

pardon was granted him. He was cast down

indeed to Paclalon, the abode of the dead
;
but

because he had always loved the right, and done

justice, he was permitted to sit at the steps of

the throne of Yamen Yamen who is the

Lord of Padalon and there to judge the dead
;

and it was also granted him that once in the
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year he should ascend to the upper air, and

hear his name still honoured by mankind, and

rejoice in the fame of his good deeds.

At last they came in their journey to where

the towers of Baly's city rose up in the sea.

Still splendid with gold, they shone out of the

dark-blue waves
;
but the city itself was cov-

ered with the waters.
" Wait here for me," said Ladurlad

;

"
this is

a vast region which I must explore, and my
search cannot be finished in one or two days.

These caverns in the rock will shelter you, and

the sea will cast up day by day food for you
to eat."

The sea closed above Ladurlad's head and

arched him over, as he walked with steady step

down the sloping shore, till he came to the

gates of the ancient city. Wide open they

stood, as they had been left on the day when

the people had fled from the rising sea.

Through solitary streets and squares he made

his way, till he came to the palace itself, in

which the great Rajah had held his court.

Before the palace door stood a great image,

with crown and sceptre laid at its feet, and in
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one hand a scroll, to which the other hand

pointed. On this scroll were written these

words : My name is Death ; in mercy the Gods

appointed me. Beneath the image were two

brazen gates wide open, and between the gates

a staircase hewn in the living stone, which led

to the ancient tombs. This hall of death was

a low-roofed chamber, wide and long ;
and on

either side, each in his own alcove, each on his

own throne, each holding his sceptre, sat the

kings of old. So well had the embalmers

done their work, that every corpse had still

the look of life
;
but the royal robes with which

they had been once arrayed had mouldered into

nothingness, and they sat naked upon their

thrones, statues of actual flesh, staring before

them with fixed and meaningless eyes.

At the further end of the chamber, in the

place where the great Rajah himself would

have sat, had he not been exempted from the

common lot of men, Ereenia lay, bound with

strong fetters to the rock. Before him lay

crouched a monster of the deep which' the

sorcerers had set there to keep guard over

him
;
a hideous shape, of which the upper
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part was human, only that the skin was com-

pact with scale on scale, and that the mouth,

reaching from ear to ear, showed a triple row

of teeth, with tusks on either side. The lower

part was a double snake, winding in heavy coils.

With red and kindling eye the monster saw

a living man approach, and rose in fury with

half-open mouth to seize its prey. Then

springing forward, flung its scaly arms about

Ladurlad's heels, and sought to suck the life-

blood from his veins. And, indeed, but for the

curse the creature would have rent him to

pieces as easily as a child crops a flower in

the meadows
;
but again the evil was turned

to good, and the man stood fearless and

unharmed.

Then Ladurlad addressed himself to the con-

flict, and seized with both hands the monster's

throat. In vain he pressed with a throttling

grasp those impenetrable scales
;
and in vain,

on the other hand, the beast wreathed round

his adversary his snaky folds. The tiger's

strength, the mail of the rhinoceros, had availed

nothing against that strength, but the man,

protected by the curse, felt nothing.
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Meanwhile the Glendoveer, raising himself

from his bed of stone, strove again with des-

perate effort to pluck away his fetters. It

was in vain even his heavenly sinews failed

in the effort, so mightily had the chain been

strengthened by Lorrinite's deadly arts.

For six days and six nights the monster and

the man struggled together ;
but on the

seventh, worn out by this strange struggle

with a strength that had been charmed against

all weariness, the Guardian of the Tombs

began to give way. Sleep and fatigue over-

powered him
;
at last he sought to fly, but

Ladurlad followed him with unceasing hos-

tility till he lay at last lifeless underneath his

feet.

" The work is done !

"
he cried,

" but another

labour yet remains." And he eyed the fetters

that bound the Glendoveer. Then, looking

round, he spied in a seat above, the scymitar

wielded of old by the King whose lifeless

form there sat enthroned. The brightness of

its blade was dim with time
;
but the spells

with which it had been welded had not lost

their power, and its temper was as keen as
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ever. Once again he struck, but to little

purpose, for the water deadened the descend-

ing blow. Then Ladurlad dealt a further

stroke the baser metal yielded to the blow,

and the Glendoveer stood again free.

In the meanwhile Kailyal had waited for

her father
;
six days and nights she waited,

and her hopes grew fainter and fainter as he

delayed his return. The night of the seventh

day chanced to be that on which, year by year,

Balv, the judge of the dead, walks forth on

earth to hear his praises from the lips of men.

And as he wandered on his way, he saw the

maiden stand weeping by the shore and look-

ing anxiously over the sea. He was about to

issue forth from his invisibility to find out the

cause of her trouble, when he espied in the air

beside her the two evil powers that were in

alliance to harm her, the witch Lorrinite and

Arvalan. He spied them, but him they could

not see, as they watched their prey.

And now she saw floating towards the shore

the lifeless form of the m.onster which Ladurlad

had destroyed. The waves left their hideous

burden at her feet, and when she saw that it
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was indeed dead, she was assured that her

father was indeed victorious.

"
Come, my father

; come, Ereenia/'she cried

and stretched out her hands to the sea
;
and as

she spoke the two rose from the deep, and the

daughter threw herself into her father's arms.

But as she turned from him to greet the Glen-

doveer, the hideous from of Arvalan burst upon
her sight, and with Arvalan was Lorrinite and

a host of the demons which attended her. Vain

was all resistance
; they seized Ladurlad and

Ereeniaand the maiden, when the voice which

all the guilty dread was heard through the air :

" Hold your accursed hands," it cried; and the

same instant Baly was seen putting forth on

every side his hundred arms. The sorceress

and her ministers and the dead Arvalan he

seized. He did not tarry for an instant to

meet the Almighty Rajah, but stamped his

feet upon the earth, which opened wide and

gave him way to his own judgment-seat.

Kehama saw it from the height of the

Svverga, and came flying down swift as a

thunderbolt. Fiercely he smote the ground,
and cleft it asunder, and hurled his fiery spear
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into the abyss. He hurled it, but it came back

to him, driven with equal force
;
and with it

came a voice
;

" Not yet, O Rajah, hast thou

won the realm of death. The earth and the

heaven are thine : but so long as Yamen holds

the throne of hell, thy son shall lie in torments

there."

"Let him lie," cried the Rajah, "but,

Yamen, hear me
; prepare the cup of im-

mortality against the day when I shall put

my feet upon thy neck."

Then he turned to Ladurlad.
"
Ladurlad," he said,

"
you and I have done

alike the work of fate, not knowing what we
did. But now that my power over heaven

and earth is established, our enmity is ended.

I take away the curse."

And at the instant the fire departed from

Ladurlad's heart and brain.

"
Maiden," cried the Rajah, turning to

Kailyal,
"
fairer and better and destined to

higher things than all the daughters of earth,

listen to me. Fate has chosen thee to be

Kehama's bride. I see that decree written

on your forehead. You and I, alone of all
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human kind, are destined to drink the Amreeta

cup of immortality. Come, then, ascend my
throne, and share my kingdom with me."

"
It cannot be," cried Kailyal ;

"
my heart

and conscience rebel against such a lot,

whether fate will it or no."

Kehama's brow grew dark with anger.

Still, suppressing his wrath, he said to Ladur-

lad : "Counsel your daughter; bid her bow

to the kindly decrees of fate
;
and tell her

that the curse must burn till she obeys."
"
Rajah," said the dauntless man,

" she needs

no counsel of mine. And now listen to me.

Though all else in heaven and earth bow to

thee, yet man's will is free. So the gods
ordered it for man, and so it is. Do your
worst !

"

" Obstinate fools !

"
cried Kehama, in his

rage ;

"
in vain do you resist my will and the

will of fate. But till we meet again, suffer

your deserts."

And he cursed them, and vanished through
the sky.



CHAPTER V.

THE REFUGE.

EVEN as the Rajah departed, Ladurlad felt the

curse return with double force. This he

could have borne in silence, but he groaned
with pain when, looking at his child, he saw

her beauty all disfigured and marred with lep-

rosy. But Kailyal's heart never failed her for

a moment.
"
Ha, Rajah !

"
she cried, with a disdainful

smile,
" wise and wicked as thou art, thy ven-

geance is blind, and acts a friendly part. This

deformity is better than thy suit
; nay, safe

in this, I can walk fearless through the world."

And as she spoke she lifted her face proudly

to the heavens. But then she turned it again

to the earth, and there was a tear in her eye

the tears of a woman's regret for her lost
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beauty ;
and for a moment, it may be, she

thought in her heart,
" This is a loathsome

sight to man
;

will it be so also to him, to

Ereenia, the immortal ?" " Not so," she said

to herself again ;

" the powers above behold

the soul itself through the wrappings of mor-

tality, and see that it is beautiful, so long as

it is free from sin."

But where is the Glendoveer?

He is gone in search of Seeva's throne, to

tell before the very seat of supreme power his

tale of wrong. How shall he find it ? Do
not the wise men say that when Brahma and

Veshnoo contended for the pre-eminence, See-

va ended their strife, standing before them in

his might like a mighty column of which they
could not see the height or depth ;

that for

a thousand years Veshnoo explored the depth,

and Brahma for as long sought to reach the

height, and neither found an end
;
and that,

trembling and adoring, the rivals owned their

lord ? How shall the Glendoveer accomplish

that which Brahma and Veshnoo failed to do ?

How shall he pass the seven worlds that, each

with its own ocean, compass the mighty throne ?
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How shall he pierce the golden firmament that

closes all within itself ? Yet, he has done it
;

faith has given him power; space and time are

as nothing to him. He journeys on till Seeva's

seat appears, till he comes to Mount Calasay.
Seven" ladders of silver stood around the

mountain. So high they were that no one

could see their top, and that worlds would

decay with age before any one could climb

from ring- to ring; but the Glendoveer, his

wings nerved with the strong power of faith,

has climbed the highest, and reached the plain,

the sanctuary above.

Then he lifted up his voice and spoke.
" There is oppression in the world below

;

earth groans beneath the yoke, and asks

whether the avenger's eye is blinded that it

cannot see. Holy One, awake ! for mercy's

sake put on thy terror, and, in justice to man-

kind, strike the blow !

"

As he prayed thus, he felt his faith grow

stronger and stronger in his heart. Then he

spoke again
" Let me not seek in vain, great Seeva !

Thou art not here for how should this con-
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tain thee ? Thou art not here for how could

I endure thy presence ? But thou art every-

where, and they who seek shall find."

When he had finished his prayer he sprang

up, and struck the great silver bell which hung

self-suspended above the plain. It gave forth

in answer a deep melodious sound, and in a

moment Mount Calasay and the table and the

bell itself vanished away like a dream. But

as he fell through space, the Glendoveer heard

a voice from within, which said

"
Go, ye who surfer, go to the throne of

Yamen
;
he hath a remedy for every sorrow

;

all that is wrong he setteth right."

Returning to earth, the Glendoveer found

Ladurlad and Kailyal where the great Rajah
had left them.

Stretching out her hand to warn him against

nearer approach, the maiden said :

"
Strange

things have befallen us, dear Ereenia, since

you left us. The Almighty Man has sued for

peace. It was written on my forehead, he says,

that he and I, alone of all mortals, must drink

the Amreeta cup of immortality. And so he

would have had me share his throne in the
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paradise of Swerga. I need not tell you my
answer. You see here in this leprosy his re-

venge."

The Glendoveer answered :

" Be sure, dear

maiden dearer now than ever be sure that

he has not read the book of fate aright. Did

he say the Amreeta cup ? So far, doubtless,

he has been able to discover the secret of the

future
;
for fate reveals some things, and some

she hides. To Yamen we must go ;
this is

Seeva's own decree. It is he, the righteous

power of death, who will redress our wrongs ;

and it is Yamen who keeps the Amreeta cup."

So the Glendoveer and Ladurlad and Kail-

yal went, obedient to Seeva's command, along
the dreary road which leads to the dwelling of

Yamen. Many days they journeyed, till they

came to where the outer ocean encompasses
the earth. Not like other seas was this ocean,

rather like an abyss on whose brink they stood
;

for it was hidden in a darkness which the

sun could not pierce, and in which neither

moon nor stars were to be seen.

In a creek of this strange sea there lay at

anchor a ship as strange, to convey these pil-
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grims across the deep. Its sides were leaky,

and let in the waves
;
its mast was broken, and

its one sail tattered. But it was useless to

delay upon the shore. And, indeed, there

sounded through the darkness an awful voice,

bidding them embark. So, with a prayer for

protection, they took their seats. Self-hoisted,

the sail spread itself to the wind
;
hands that

they could not see loosed the cable, and so

they started on their voyage, le.aving the

day behind then.

The ship sped swift as an arrow across the

sea
;
and as it sped Ladurlad felt the curse

leave his heart and his brain, and Kailyal was

free again of the hideous defilement of the

leprosy.
" The Almighty Man has no dominion

here," she cried.

Reaching the other shore, they found the

gulf which was the road to the dwelling of

Yamen. Round its brink stood the souls of

the dead
;

and ever and anon the Genii who

are the ministers of the god rose out of the

darkness, and catching those souls whose hour

was come that they should be judged, plunged
with them into the deep.
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" Those Genii," said the Glendoveer to La-

durlad,
" wonder to see us here

;
but they come

for the dead and not for us. Fear them not.

A little while you must be left alone, while I

bear your daughter down to Yamen's seat."

So speaking he took Kailyal in his arms,

and saying,
"
Beloved, be of good courage ;

it is I !

"
plunged into the darkness of the

gulf.

Padalon, the abode of death, had eight gates,

and at each gate a heavenly guard, always at

his post. Atone of these gates the Glendoveer

laid his charge, who, pale and cold with fear,

hung an almost lifeless weight about his neck.
" Who art thou," said the guardian,

" son of

light, that comest at this portentous hour,

when Yamen's throne is trembling, and we
can scarcely hinder the rebel race from seizing

Padalon ? Who art thou, and why bringest

thou hither this mortal maid, fitter for the

Swerga than for this doleful scene ?
"

" Lord of the gate," said the Glendoveer,

"we come in obedience to Seeva's high com-

mand. He, to whom the secrets of the future

are known, bade us come hither. We should



THE STORY OF A'EHAMA.

find justice, he said, by Yamen's throne. And
now I leave this maiden under thy charge ;

keep her, while I mount to bring her father

down."

Then turning to Kailyal :

" Be brave
;

I

shall be here anon," and spreading his wings
for flight, sprang up.

For a moment the maiden stood gazing after

him, with straining eyes and outstretched arms.

She would fain have called him hack ; but,

gathering up all her courage, she checked the

cry, and crossing her patient arms, sat at the

feet of the guardian of the gate, prepared to

meet what the will of the gods might bring.

The guardian's brow relaxed as he looked

upon her
;
and hope, long unfelt in his heart,

revived.
" Now may the blessing of the

Powers of Padalon be on thee !

"
he cried

;
"and

blessed be the hour which gave thee birth !

Thou hast brought hope, too long a stranger,

to these drear abodes
;
for surely Nature can-

not have made thee to be aught but an in-

heritor of heaven."

And he looked at the maiden with a smile,

thinking that Seeva had sent her to be the
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messenger of hope and deliverance from

Kehama's unrighteous power.

Meanwhile the Glendoveer had returned,

bringing Ladurlad with him. And the three

stand before the gate.
" Guardian of the gate," said the Glen-

doveer,
"

I am come, as I have said, by Seeva's

own command
;

tell me the way to Yamen's

throne."
"
Bring forth the chariot," said the guardian.

And the chariot was brought, self-moving,

poised upon a single wheel. And next two

mantles were brought, white and shining as

snow. In these father and child were arrayed ;

for so only could their mortal flesh and blood

endure the way.

So the three mounted the chariot, and it

rolled through the gate of Padalon, and went

on its way till it came to Yamen's palace.

The guards who kept the palace gave way
before it, till it brought them to the very

presence of the god.

On a marble sepulchre he sat, and at his

feet the righteous Baly had his judgment-seat.

Before him three human figures supported a
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golden throne, with their hands outspread, and

their shoulders bowed beneath the weight.

A vacant place was left, which a fourth bearer

was yet to fill.

Alighting from the car, the Glendoveer did

homage to the god ; then, raising his head,

said :

" We come as suppliants to thy throne.

We need not tell thee the wrongs for which

we seek redress. Thou knowest them al-

ready. We come by Seeva's own command."
"

It is well," said Yamen; " the hour is near

when fate will reveal its secrets. Not lightly

did the Wisest send his suppliants hither, where

we, in doubt and fear, attend the awful issue.

Wait ye, also, in faith and patience for the

End."



CHAPTER VI.

THE DOOM.

As Yamen spoke, there fell a sudden silence

throughout the doleful region of death, a

silence more awful than all the cries of lamen-

tation and despair which had been heard

before. Then through the silence there was

heard an unwonted sound, that grew deeper
as it advanced. It was the sound of Kehama's

approach, for now all the rites of sacrifice and

penance had been accomplished, and he came

in the fulness of his power to seize on the

throne of Padalon.

In all his might and majesty he came
;
and

by the attribute of deity which he had won

from heaven, he came self-multiplied, assailing

the fortress of Yamen on every side at once.

At each of the eight gates he stood at one
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and the same time, and beat down the eight

guardians under his feet, and then in his

brazen chariots of triumph drove through
each gate at the same moment. Each chariot

was drawn by a hundred aulays, creatures

bigger than the biggest elephant, ten yokes
of ten abreast. So he passed on in his

strength to the throne of Yamen himself.

Then Yamen put forth all his strength to

do battle with his enemy. A darkness, thicker

than the blackest night, concealed their strife
;

but, when it cleared away, it was seen that the

might of sacrifice had prevailed. The Rajah
was triumphant ;

and absorbing again his many

shapes into one, he took his seat on the marble

sepulchre, with the conquered Yamen's neck

under his feet.

He sat silent, a smile upon his lips, dallying

with his power, as a guest at some rich banquet

sips once and again from the goblet before

he drains it. Before him stood the golden
throne. He could not choose but see it, and

seeing it could not but wonder.
" Who are ye," he cried,

" that in such

torment bear this throne of gold ? And why



THE DOOM. 305

are ye but three ? And for whom is the fourth

place reserved ?
"

The first bearer said
;

"
I was the first of

men to heap superfluous wealth, adding store

to store which I needed not."

The second said :

"
I was the first of men

to usurp power that was not mine, to set up
a throne as king and conqueror."

The third said :

"
I was the first of men that

imposed upon mankind a tale of falsehood in

the name of God. Here we have stood for

ages tormented, and still we are but three.

A fourth will come to share our torment, to

bear at yonder vacant corner his portion of

the burden. Thus it has been appointed;

and he must be equal in guilt to us. Come,

Kehama, we have waited for thee too long."

And all three took up the words like a

choral song :

" Kehama, Almighty Man, we

have waited for thee too long !

"

A laugh of wondering pride burst from him.

He deigned to make no reply; but, with an

altered look, he turned to Kailyal.
"
Maiden,"

he said,
" thou seest how idle it is to seek

escape from the devices of fate. Thou hast
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fled to Yamen's throne, and lo ! I am here.

We two are destined to share the Amreeta

cup of immortality. Then join thy hand in

mine with a willing heart."
"

It cannot be," said she.
"
Almighty as

thou art, still the heart and will are free."

" Once more bethink thee," said the Rajah.
" Take thy seat upon this throne, Kehama's

willing bride, and I will place all the kingdoms
of the world beneath thy father's feet. Refuse,

and he shall stand for ever its fourth supporter."
"

I have spoken," said Kailyal ;
and La-

durlad caught her proudly in his arms.
"
Bring forth the Amreeta cup,"said Kehama

to Yamen.
"
It is within the sepulchre," replied the god ;

" bid it be opened."
" Give up thy treasure," cried the Almighty

Man to the marble sepulchre ;
and at his word

it opened wide, and showed a huge skeleton

within holding the cup in its hand.
" Give me the cup," Kehama cried again ;

and, obedient to his word, the ghastly shape

arose, and gave the Amreeta into the Rajah's

hands.
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"
Drink," it said

;

" for thee only and for

Kailyal, of all the children of mankind, is the

cup designed by fate."

" This is the end," cried, with heart elate, the

Almighty Man. " Now have I triumphed over

death. Henceforth I wage war with thee,

Seeva, on equal terms, a god against a god."

And he raised to his lips the fatal bowl.

Thus far the Glendoveer had stood, still

strong in faith, even when he saw the Lord of

Padalon beaten down under the Rajah's feet.

He had hoped to see Seeva put forth his de-

stroying might. But now, when he saw Keha-

ma stand with the cup in his hand, he resolved

to dare the conflict. But, as he sprang forward,

the skeleton barred his way, and from the

throne of gold the three renewed their strain :

"
Kehama, come

;
we wait for thee too long."

In the madness of his wickedness, not know-

ing the mystery of the cup, that its quality is

as the lips that drink it, a blessing to the good,

a curse to the evil, Kehama drank.

Then Seeva opened on the accursed man his

eye of wrath. He shuddered, but it was too

late
;
the deed was done. He is immortal now,
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and immortal he must remain. The Amreeta

runs like a stream of poison through his veins.

Then the three take up again their strain :

"
Come, brother

;
we have waited for thee too

long ;
too long we have borne the unequal

burden. Come, brother, we are four."

Vain was his almighty power. A mightier

pain subdued it. He yielded to the bony hand

the cup, still unemptied, and took his stand at

the vacant corner. Then on the golden throne,

at last complete, Yamen took his seat.

The skeleton exclaimed :

" For two only of

mankind has the Amreeta cup been reserved.

The man has drunk; now comes the woman's

turn. Come, Kailyal, come, and receive the

doom of Heaven."

Wonder and fear and awe perplexed her

when she heard
;
but hope still rose triumphant

over all. With trembling hands she took the

fated cup, and drank.

And Seeva turned upon her the eye of

mercy, and all that was earthly melted from

her, and left the pure heavenly soul.

"
Go," said Yamen," Daughter of Earth, that

art become the child of Heaven ; go, and with
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thy heavenly lover, in the bowers of Swerga,

enjoy a happiness that shall know no end."

But Kailyal still lingered, and keeping her

human love and pity, stretched out her hands

to her father.

"
Go," said Yamen again ;

" thou shalt find

him above in thy mother's bower."

Thus saying, he reached out his hand and

laid it gently on Ladurlad's head. He sank to

sleep as peacefully as sinks a child, and woke

again amidst those whom he loved in the

Swerga bowers.
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Part 2, Family Prayers.

i2mo, cloth, red edges, $1.50.

[" Dr. Lyman Abbott's book for

Family Worship, will, I think, supply
a real want. There are many peoplewho desire to have regular family
worship, but who do not feel equal to
it without some such help as this
book offers. Its Scripture passages
are all pertinent to the occasions and
ends for which they have been se-

lected, and are so grouped as to be eas-

ily found when sought. Such of its

prayers as I have read strike me as
excellent. Many a young minister

For Family Worship, continued

whose extemporaneous prayers are
often unsatisfactory to both himself
and his congregation may study them
with profit. PROF. E. G. ROBINSON,
D.D., Brown University, Providence.
" Among books of its class it will

find a prominent place. Dr. Abbott
has performed his task with great
care and discrimination. The volume
is of convenient size and within the
reach of all ; as a directory and aid
in the services of family devotion, it

will be found suitable and valuable."
REV. WILLIAM ORMISTON, D.D.,

New York.]

Abbot (Willis J.). Blue Jack-
ets Of '61. A history of the

Navy in the Rebellion, for young
people. Quarto, cloth, with

many full-page pictures of great
interest, $3.00.

Atwater (Rev. E. E., D.D.).
The Sacred Tabernacle of
the Hebrews. With fifty full-

page illustrations, octavo, cloth,

fa-sa
["The book bears the marks of

careful thought and of a judicious
mind. The Tabernacle is first de-
scribed : its furniture, its services,
and its purpose are considered. The
resources of modern scholarship are

freely used. The light of modern dis-

covery is wisely employed. Probably
no more accurate idea of what the
Tabernacle was in itself, or in its

relations to Jewish worship, can be
obtained than by the study of this

work." The Presbyterian^}

Baird (Chas. W., D.D.). A His-

tory of the Huguenot Emi-
gration to America. 2 vois.,

octavo, with maps and illustra-

tions, $5.00.

[" Dr. Baird's work is indeed one
that will interest every lover of Free-

dom, and every man who respects
heroic conduct. Of course the de-
scendants of the Huguenots, who pre-
serve the old names and traditions,
will find much in it to gratify them
personally. But it is most to be
prized for its excellent exposition of
a very important popular movement
that has not heretofore been fully
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HISTORY OF HUGUENOTS, continued

measured by historians. Diagrams,
maps, views of places, copies of docu-
ments, and other illustrations add to
the value of this admirable produc-
tion. ''"'Philadelphia Evening Bul-
letin.

"Such an historical work as this

appears only at rare intervals. The
author has shown himself admir-
ably fitted for his work, and his pub-
lishers have issued his volumes in a
style befitting their dignity and
merits." The Capital, Washington."

Its appearance is certainly well
timed

;
near the opening of the very

year in which the bi-centennial anni-

versary of the revocation of the Edict
of Nantes is to be commemorated
throughout the Protestant world. It

is scarcely probable that any other
work so rich in historic lore, so fresh
and full of varied interest, will mark
this memorable year. Dr. Baird is a
born historian, and thoroughly quali-
fied by his life-long studies, and es-

pecially by the extensive researches
which he has made in the archives of
France and Britain, as well as Amer-
ica. The result of his studies and
labors is a work of great and perma-
nent value, not only to those of Hu-
guenot descent, but to all who take
an interest in tracing the causes and
reading the history o? the early settle-

ment of this continent." New York
Observer.]

Barr (Amelia E.X Jan Ved-
der's Wife. A Novel. i2mo,
$1.00.

A Daughter of Fife. A Novel.

i2mo, $1.00.

Trie Bow of Orange Eibbon. A
Novel. i2mo. cloth, $1.00.

The Squire of Sandal-Side. A
Novel, izmo, cloth, $1.00.

" After so many novels of realism
and analysis, one reads such a ro-

mance as this with the zest with
which one puts a cup of clear, cold

water to his lips after a journey
through a dry and dusty land."
Christian Union.

"
I want to thank you for the pleas-

ure I have had in reading
'

Jan Ved-

A DAUGHTER OF FIFE, continued

der's Wife.' It is the most natural

story I have read in years, and is de-
lightfully fresh and true from begin-
ning to end." J. H \BEKTON.
"The story is unpretentious, but

it possesses uncommon merit
; excel-

ling in its reproductions of local
scenes and colors, in its portraiture,
and in the artistic development of its

purpose." Boston Globe.
"We have a fine sketch of life in

the Shetlands as the background of
an excellent domestic story. The
scenes are striking, the characters are
natural and strong, and the motive
of the tale shows right feeling and
insight. It is almost superfluous to
add that '

Jan Vedders Wife '

is in-

teresting from beginning to end."
New York Tribune.]

Bell (Robert). Songs from
the Dramatists. Edited with
notes and biographical sketches.

One vol., I2mo, printed from
new plates by De Vinne, $1.50.

f" Lovers of quaint and delicious

things in poetry will take delight in

this collection. The author has in
this volume grasped the most noted

songs from the English dramatists,
beginning with the writer of the first

regular comedy and ending with
Sheridan. The plan upon which the
work is arranged furnishes the means
of following the course of the drama
historically, and tracing in its prog-
ress the revolutions of style, man-
ners, and morals that marked succes-
sive periods." Toledo Telegram.]

Bible Steps for Little Pil-

grims. Stories from the Old
and New Testaments. Profusely
illustrated. 1 2mo.

Bigot (Charles). Raphael
and the Villa Farnesina.
Translated from the French by
MARY HEALEY. With fifteen

engravings of Raphael's master-

pieces, by TIBURCE DE MARE.
The edition is limited to 150

copies, all numbered and signed.

Quarto, uncut, $15.00.

Bowles (Emily). In the Ca-

margue. A Novel. i2mo,

cloth, $1.00.
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Brenda. Nothing to Nobody.
A Tale, ibmo, cloth, $0.75.

Browning (Elizabeth Bar-
rett). Poetical Works of
Mrs. Browning. A new edi-

tion printed from new plates by
De Vinne. 5 vols. 8vo, with

portrait of the author. Large
paper edition printed by De
Vinne, limited to 172 copies,
each copy numbered and signed,
as follows :

On vellum, 2 copies.
On Japan paper, 20 copies.
On Holland paper, 150 copies.
A few copies of the Holland

edition only can still be supplied
at $25.00. Library edition, 5
vols. i6mo, handsomely printed,
on fine paper, and bound in cloth,
with gilt side and back, gilt tops,

$6.25.

["Lovers of Mrs. Browning have
long wished for a complete and satis-

factory American edition of her
works. There has indeed been a
positive need of such an edition.
That need is now filled by the five
beautiful volumes published by Dodd,
Mead & Company. It is not often
even in this age of good book-making
that a handsomer set of volumes
comes under the eye of the reviewer
than these.

"Altogether this edition will take
its rank with the most satisfactory
and permanently valuable publica-
tions of the season." Christian
Union.}

Browning (Robert). Selec-
tions from the Poetry of

Robert Browning. With an

introductory note by RICHARD
GRANT WHITE. Printed on
linen paper by De Vinne. With
an etched portrait by RITCHIE.
i6mo, cloth, full gilt, $1.25.

Large paper edition, 70 copies,
printed on Japan paper, bound
in vellum, at $15.00.

[" The work of collecting and ar-
ranging the verses, was done by half

BROWNING'S WORKS, continued
a dozen lovers and students of Mr.
Browning's poetry, and Mr. White's
task has been to criticise the result of
their joint labors, which were, modi-
fied according to his suggestions.
This he explains in the introduction,
and of the collection itself he says :

'
It presents, I am sure and presuming

enough to say, Browning at his best,
and nearly all the best of Browning.'

"

Buffalo Commercial Advertiser.}

Bryan (Michael). Dictionary
of Painters and Engravers.A new edition from entirely
new plates. Revised and brought
down to date. To be issued in
about 12 parts. Price, per part,
in paper covers, $1.75. Volume
one (containing parts I to 6 in-

elusive) now ready. Imperial
octavo, cloth, $12.00.

" Since the appearance of the last
edition of Bryan's

'

Dictionary of
Painters and Engravers,' which was
issued in 1849, tne publication of

many valuable works on art and
monographs of artists, some of them
embodying the results of careful re-
searches amongst city records, guild~
books, and church registers, particu-
larly in Italy and in the Netherlands,
has furnished many new sources from
which material has been derived
for the correction and enlargement of
this work. Most especially is the
editor indebted to the invaluable
works of Messrs. Crowe & Caval-

caselle, Burckhardt, Milanesi, and
Morelh on the Italian painters, of
Messrs. Crowe & Cavalcaselle, Weale
& Kramm on Flemish and Dutch art,
and of the late Sir William Stirling
Maxwell on the artists of Spain."

Besides the addition of a large
number of pames which were not in-
cluded in the former edition or its

supplement, new authority has been

given
to every one of the old entries

y a careful revision, and in most in-
stances by important changes. In
several cases the notices have been
supplied by contributors specially
qualified for the task, such as Mr. W.
B. Scott, Dr. J. P. Richter, the late
Mrs. Heaton, and others ; these will
be distinguished fay the writer's in-
itials. // is anticipated that the new
matter introduced -will enlarge the
work to double its former iize."
From the Preface.}
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Bunyan (John). The Pil-

grim's Progress. A new

edition, with numerous illustra-

tions by Sir John Gilbert,

printed on tinted paper, taste-

fully bound, 8vo, cloth, gilt

edges, $2.00.

Do., do., plain edges, $1.50.

Burckhardt (Jacob). The Civ-
ilization of the Period of
the Renaissance in Italy. 2

vols. 8vo, illustrated, $7.50.

Charles (Mrs. Andrew). Sto-

ries, as follows, each in one

vol., I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Schonberg-Cotta Family, Chron-
icles of the, as told by two of them-
selves. i2mo, cloth, ifi.oo. A cheap
edition, 4to, paper covers, $0.25.

Early Dawn (The) ; or, Sketches
of Christian Life in England in the

Early Time, izmo, cloth, $1.00.

Diary of Kitty Trevelyan. A
story of the Times of Whitefleld
and the Wesleys. izmo, cloth,
$1.00.

Winifred Bertram, and the
World she Lived in. izmo,
cloth, $1.00.

The Draytons and Davenants.
A Story of the Civil Wars. i2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

On Both Sides of the Sea. A
Story of the Commonwealth and
the Restoration. lamo, cloth, $1.00.

The Victory of the Vanquished.
A Story of the First Century. 12010.

cloth, $1.00.

Joan the Maid, Deliverer of France
and England. i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Lapsed, but not Lost. A Tale of

Carthage and the Early Church,
izmo, cloth, $1.00.

Note-Book of the Bertram
Family. A sequel to Winifred
Bertram. i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Wompn of Christendom. Being
Sketches of the Lives of the Notable
Christian Women of History, izmo,
$1.00.

Watchwords for the Warfare
of Life. Selected from the Writ-

ings of Luther. 12010, cloth, $1.00.

CHARLES'S WORKS, continued

Conquering: and to Conquer.
I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Against the Stream. The Story
of an Heroic Age in England,
i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Three Martyrs of the XIX.
Century, izmo, cloth, $1.00.

The above fifteen volumes are fur-
nished boxed if desired.

Mary the Handmaid of th,e
Lord. i8mo, cloth, $1.00.

Poems. i8mo, cloth.

Songs Without Words. i6mo,
cloth.

[" The moral tendency of the books
by this author is of the highest char-

acter, and as she is wont to take a sub-

ject which brings her into the domain
of religious history she teaches les-
sons of the greatest value to young
and old." New York Observer.
The " Chronicles of the Schonberg-

Cotta Family
"

illustrate most charm-
ingly a page of history ;

to young
people the dullest and driest, perhaps,
if it is to be learned by D'AubigmS's"
History of the Reformation."
Kitty Trevelyan is a sweet, earnest-

thinking English maiden who lived
in the days of the Wesleys, and has
her orthodox Church - of - England
piety somewhat stirred and deepened
by their lives and preaching.

In the "
Early Dawn " the Christian

life of England in the olden time is

depicted through several centuries,
from its earliest dawn, in its con-
trasted lights and shadows down to
the morning star of the Reformation.
"Winifred Bertram" is a story of

modern life with its scene laid in the
heart of London. "

Delightful and
charming are not properly descriptive
of it, for while it is both it is more
than both ; it is of the kind of books
that one cannot read without growing
better."
"The Draytons and Davenants"

starts with the first agitation of
Protestantism asa political element in

Great Britain and proceeds through
the civil wars that followed.
In "On Both Sides of the Seas,"

opening with the tragic scenes of the
Execution of Charles I., we have pre-
sented in the highly dramatic style of
the author the establishment of the
Commonwealth under Cromwell, its

brilliant career, the Death of the Pro-

tector, and the Forcible Emigration
to America on the Restoration of the

prominent actors in the overthrow of

the monarchy, etc., etc., etc., etc.]
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Charlotte-Elizabeth. Judah's
Lion. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Child (Lydia Maria). Life of
Isaac T. Hopper. A new
edition of this stirring book, for

many years out of print. I2mo,
$1.00.

[" Isaac T. Hopper, with his knee-

breeches, boyish jokes, and grand
manly character, comes upon the re-

viewer like an old friend. When the
reviewer was a small boy Isaac T.

Hopper was a friend of the household,
as he was of many Abolition house-
holds in the period just preceding the
Secession war. His life has lost

nothing of interest in the interval, and
will come to a new generation as an
inspiration to a noble life." Chicago
A Uiance.~\

Church (Alfred J.), Professor of

Latin in University College,
London.

Stories from Homer.
Stories from Virgil.
Stories from the Greek Trage-
dians.

Stories from Livy.
Roman Life in the days of
Cicero.

Stories of the Persian War
from Herodotus.

Stories from Herodotus.
Two Thousand Years Agro ;

or
the Adventures of a Roman
Boy. With twelve full-page illus-

trations (not in color).

Each I vol. I2mo. Illustrated

with about 20 plates in color from

designs by Flaxman and others.

Cloth extra, per vol., $1.50.

[" Rev. Alfred J. Church's classical

stories are the best of their kind.

They are nearly all distinguished for
their excellent judgment in selection,

good combination of material, and
simplicity of style." Christian Reg-

'

ister.
" Alfred J. Church has done for the

classics what Chas. and Mary Lamb
did for Shakespeare, and what the

;

former proposed to do at one time
for Beaumont and Fletcher." Mail
and Express.

CHURCH (ALFRED J:), continued
"
They are well done, open the way

well to classic study, are full of inter-
est on their own account. Excepting'
the Bible, nothing is better, if any-
thing is so good. These stories have,
too, this advantage over the ordinary
moralizing didactics, that they are
strong and manly and exhibit virtue
in a large, noble and imposing light,
not shining in holiness, perhaps, out
free from littleness and mannerism."
Independent.,j

Clark (Rev. Edson L.), Mem-
ber of the American Oriental

Society.

The Eaces of European Tur-

key Their History, Condition,

and Future Prospects. With

Map, Svo, cloth, $2.00. See
"
Kingdoms of the World."

Coan (Rev. Titus). Advent-
ures in Patagonia. A Mis-

sionary's Exploring Trip. I2mo,
$1.25.

[" Rev. Titus Coan's first appoint-
ment as a missionary was to Pata-

gonia, then an unknown country,
which he was commissioned to ex-

plore. As would be imagined, this

exploring tour was full of thrilling

adventures, and it reads very much
like the narratives of the explorers of
America three hundred years ago.
The energy, courage, and endurance
of the man were wonderful." Herald
and Presbyter. ~\

Comyn (S. N.).

Italian Tale.
Elena

;
An

I2mo, cloth,

Cook (Button).
Children. A
cloth, $1.00.

Doubleday's
Novel. I2mo,

Corson (Juliet), Superintendent
of the New York Cooking
School.
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CORSON ^JULIET), continued

The Cooking Manual of Practi-
cal Directions for Economical
Every-Day Cookery. itfmo, in

water-proof covers, $0.50.
Practical American Cookery
andHousehold Management,
by JULIET CORSON. 12010, cloth,

$'.50.

Cox
(Kenyon). The Blessed

Damozel, by DANTE GABRIEL
ROSETTI, with illustrations by
KENYON Cox. Large quarto,
cloth, $15.00.

Crowe and Cavalcaselle. The
Life Of Titian, with illustra-

tions. 2 vols., 8vo, $7.50.

["No such gap has existed in the

history of art as that which is filled

by the present volumes. Everything
on the subject is now superseded.
Here will be found in a digested and
orderly form all the materials gath-
ered by Jacob!, Cadorin, Bermudez,
Sandrart, Hume, Gachard, Pungil-
eoni, Morelli, Lorenzi, Campori, and
others, and additional information of

great value derived from the letters

found at Simancas, letters from
Titian, Charles the Fifth, Philip the

Second, and others." Atkenezum,
May 10, 1877.]

Cruden (Alexander). Cruden's

Complete Concordance. A
Dictionary and Alphabetical In-

dex to the Bible. (The Un-
abridged Edition.)

4to, 856 pages, sheep $3-5O
Half morocco 4. 50
Student's Edition (complete),

cloth 1.50
[By which, I. Any verse in the

Bible may be readily found by look-

ing for any material word in the
verse. To which is added

II. The significations of the princi-

pal words, by which their true mean-
ings in Scripture are shown.

III. An account of the Jewish cus-
toms and ceremonies illustrative of

many portions of the Sacred Record.
IV. A Concordance to the Proper

Names of the Bible, and their mean-
ing in the original.

CRUDEN (ALEXANDER), continued

V. A Concordance to the Books
called the Apocrypha.
To which is appended an original

life of the Author.]

Cruden's Abridged Concord-
ance. Edited by JOHN EADIE,
D.D , LL.D.

Large I2mo, cloth $ .75

Sheep 2.00

Cuniberstone Contest (The).

By the author of "Battles
Worth Fighting." A new Edi-

tion. I2mo, cloth, $1.25.

Curzon (Robert). Monasteries
of the Levant. A new Edi-

tion. I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

Dana (Prof. Jas. D.). Professor

of Geology in Yale College,
author of "A System of Miner-

alogy, etc."

Corals and Coral Islands.

Large 8vo, with colored frontis-

piece, three maps, and nearly
loo illustrations. Cloth, extra,

$3- 50.

[" It forms a thoroughly exhaustive
treatise on the natural history of

corals, in which the present state of

knowledge is exhibited in a method
adapted to popular reading, but with-
out any sacrifice of scientific precision.
The theme comes home to the
' bosoms and business ' of so many of

our readers that they will doubtless
be gratified with a brief account of
the origin and nature of the ornament
which plays so conspicuous a part in

the formation of certain geological
localities." N. Y. Tribune.}

De Forest (Julia B.). A Short

History of Art. Octavo, with

253 illustrations, numerous"

charts, a full index giving the

pronunciation of the proper
names by phonetic spelling, and
a glossary. $2.00.

[" It is a library of art histories

crystallized into a most useful hand-
book. The author has made by far
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HISTORY OF ART, continued

the best text-book for beginners in

art history that has yet appeared.
The book is clear and vigorous in

style, and written with a firmness
that comes of sure knowledge."
Literary World.]

IJe Liefde (J. B.). The Maid
of Stralsund. An Historical

Novel of the Thirty Years' War.
I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

[" This historical tale opens with
the siege of Stralsund in 1628, and
finishes very properly with the death
of the great Gustavus, taking in the

storming of that city, the sack of

Magdeburg, the battle of Lutzen, and
the plots of Wallenstein. A better

period for this species of novel could
not be found, and the author has
turned it to good account. No page
is tedious, no description spiritless,
no leading event omitted or misrepre-
sented."-CA ristian RegisterI\

Dodd, Mead & Company's
Series Of Novels. Uniformly
bound in cloth and gold. I2tno.

Each $1.00.

Through a Needle's Eye, by
HESBA STRETTON.

Bede's Charity, by HESBA STRET-
TON.

Hester Morley's Promise, by
HESBA STRETTON.

In Prison and Out, by HESBA
STRETTON.

Cobwebs and Cables, by HESBA
STRETTON.

Kavenshoe, by HENRY KINGSLEY.

Geoffry Hamlyn, by HENRY KINGS-
LEY.

Austin Elliott, by HENRY KINGS-
LEY.

Leighton Court, by HENRY KINGS-
LEY.

Hillyars and Burtons, by HENRY
KINGSLEY.

The Maid of Stralsund, by J. B.
DE LIEFDE.

Doubleday's Children, by DUT-
TON COOK.

Isaac T. Hopper. The Story of
his Life.

Broken to Harness, by EBMUNB
YATES.

DODD, MEAD&CO.'S NOVELS, cont.

Bunningr the Gauntlet, by ED-
MUND YATES.

Linnet's Trial, by author of
" Twice Lost."

In the Camargue, by EMILY
BOWLES.

"Victory Deane,by CECIL GRIFFITH.

After Long Years, by AUSBURN
TOWNER.

Mainstone's Housekeeper.
Vineta, by ERNEST WERNER.

Elena, by L. N. COMYN.

Cassique of ELiawah, by WM.
GILMORE SIMMS.

Forging their Chains, by MARY
A. ROE.

Margaret, by C. C. FRAZER
TYTLER.

The Starling, by NORMAN MAC-
LEOD.

Sir Tom, by MRS. OLYPHANT.

Gautran ; or, The House of White
Shadows, by B. L. FARJEON.
A Golden Shaft, by CHAS.
GIBBON.

Gideon Fleyce, by H. W. LUCY.

The Secret Dispatch, by JAMES
GRANT.

How it All Came B.ound, by L.

T. MEADE.

The Lillingstones of Lilling-
stone, by E. J. WORBOISE.
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Dollinger (Dr. J. J. Von). Fa-
bles Respecting the Popes
Of the Middle Ages. Trans-
lated by ALFRED PLUMMER.
Together with DR. DOLLINGER'S

Essay on the Prophetic Spirit
and the Prophecies of the Chris-

tian Era. Translated for the
American Edition, with Intro-

duction and Notes to the whole
work, by PROF. H. B. SMITH,
D.D. Large I2mo, cloth, $2.25.

Douglas (Marian). Peter and

Polly; or, Home Life in New
England a Hundred Years Ago.
i6mo, cloth, 75 cents.

D. T. S. Mustard Leaves. A
Glimpse of London Society. A
novel, by D. T. S. I2mo, cloth,

Eaton (Prof. D. C.). Ferns of
North America. Illustrated

by J. H. EMMERTON, with many
superb plates in color. Text

by PROF. EATON. 2 vols.

Royal 410, cloth. . . .$30.00
Half morocco 39.00

Economical Libraries for Sun-

day-Schools. Economical A.

50 vols. i6mo. In attractive

binding. Sold in sets only,

$24.50.

Against the Stream, by author of

Schonberg-Cptta Family. Amy
Carr. Ancient Egypt, forty il-

lustrations. Builders of the
Sea, forty illustrations. Brewer's
Family. Cherry and Violet,
by author Mary Powell. Chroni-
cles of the Schonberg--Cotta
Family. Gassy, by STRETTON.
Captain Christie's Grand-
daughter. Clifford House-
hold. Conquering and to Con-
quer, bv author of Cotta Family.
Count Raymond, by CHARLOTTE
ELIZABETH. Dead Sin, by GAR-
RETT. Doing1 and Dreaming, by
GARRBTT. Deserter, by CHAR-

ECONOMICAL LIBRARIES, continued

LOTTE ELIZABETH. Falsehood
and Truth, by CHARLOTTE ELIZ-
ABETH. Frozen North, forty
illustrations. For Conscience
Sake. Graham's, by JANE GAY
FULLER. Gold and Dross, by
GARRETT. Geneva's Shield.
Half Hours in the Far East,
100 illustrations. India, forty il-

lustrations. Jacques Bonneval.
Judea Capta. Judah's Lion.
Kitty Bourne, sixty illustrations.

Little Fox. Lost Gip, by
STKETTON. Lucy Lee. Max
Kromer, by STRETTON. Miracles
of Faith. Morning Clouds.
Mists of the Valley, by AGNES
GIBERNE. Marcella of Rome, by
FRANCES EASTWOOD. Nothing
to Nobody, by BRENDA. Note
Book of the Bertram Family,
by author Cotta Family. Oriental
and Sacred Scenes. Orphan's
Triumphs. Occupations of a
Retired Life, by GARRETT.
Ocean, forty illustrations. Philip
Brantley. Pastor of the
Desert. Robert the Cabin
Boy. Sovereigns of the Bible.
Song Without Words, author
of Cotta Family. Sunlight
Through the Mist. Spanish
Barber. Uncle John's Flower
Gatherers. Winter in Spitz-
berg-en.

Economical Library, B. 60
vols. i6mo. In attractive bind-

ing. Sold in sets only, $29.00.
Alice and Her Friends. Ag-nes
Warrington's Mistake. Bible
Lore. Brought Home, by
STRETTON. Crooked Places, by
GARRETT. Crust and the Cake,
by GARRETT. Cumberstone
Contest. Cousin Bessie.
Character Sketches, by NOR-
MAN MACLEOD. Crew of the
Dolphin, by STRETTON. Chil-
dren oi' the East, by H. H.

JESSUP, D.D. Claire's Little
Charge. Christian Way, by
GLADDEN. Draytons and the
Davenants, by author Cotta

Family. Deaf Shoemaker, by
PHILIP BARRETT. Double Story,
by GEORGE MACDONALD. David
Loyd'sLast Will, by STRETTON.

Early Dawn, by author of Cotta

Family. Familiar Talks to
Boys, by REV.. JOHN HALL, D.D.
Faire Gospeller. Finland
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ECONOMICAL LIBRARY, B, continued

Family. Henry "Willard.
Household of Sir Thomas
More. Happy Land. Half
Hours in the Great Deep, 100

illustrations. Fred Lawrence.
Frank Forrest. Glenarvon.
Gypsy Breynton, by ELIZABETH
STUART PHELPS. Gypsy's Cousin
Joy. by ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.
Gypsy's Sowine and Heaping:,
by ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.
Gypsy's Year at the Golden
Crescent, by ELIZABETH STUAKT
PHELPS. Geoffrey, the Lollard,
by FRANCES EASTWOOD. Hubert,
by JACOB ABBOTT. Juno and
Georgie, by JACOB ABBOTT. Juno
on a Journey, by JACOB ABBOTT.
Kemptons. Kind's Servants,
by STRETTON. Lillingstones of
Lillingstone, by WORBOISE.
Little .Boots, by JENNIE HARRI-
SON. Lucy's Life Story.
Lonely Lilly. Little Nan.
Layman's Story? by LYMAN
ABBOTT. Minnie Carleton.
Mary Osborne, by JACOB ABBOTT.
Margaret. Nelly's Dark
Days, by STRETTON. On Both
Sides of the Sea, by author of
Cotta Family. Old Back Room,
by JENNIE HARRISON. Polly and
Winnie. Russell Family.
Syrian Home Life, by REV. H.
H. JESSUP D.D. Starling, by
NORMAN MACLEOD. Tom Burton.
Toil and Trust. Twice Found.
Victory of the Vanquished.
Wonderful Life, by STKETTON.
Wandering May.

Economical Library, C. 40
vols. i6mo. Sold in sets only,
$18.50.

Adventures in Patagonia, by
TITUS COAN. August and
Elvie, by JACOB ABBOTT. Aunt
Margery's Maxims. Alice
Thome. Bede's Charity, by
STRETTON. By Still Waters,
by GARRETT. Cobwebs and
Cables, by STRETTON. Daisy
Ward's Work. Diary of
Kitty Trevylyan, by author Cot-
ta Family. Ellerslie House, byEMMA LESLIE. Fern Glen, by M.
H. HOLT. Fishers of Derby
Haven. Floating Light of
Ringfinnan, by L. T. MEADE.
Granville Valley, by JACOB
ABBOTT. Grace's Visit. Half
Hours in the Tiny World,

ECONOMICAL LIBRARY, C, continued

with many illustrations. Half
Hours in the Far North, with
many illustrations. Hunter and
Tom, by JACOB ABBOTT. How
Charley Helped. Home at
Fiesole. Helen May. In
Prison and Out, by STRETTON.
Ice Raft, by CLARA F. GUERNSEY.
Joan the Maid, by author of
Cotta Family. Jessie and her
Friends. Kate and her Cous-
ins. Little Brown Girl. Let-
ters from Eg-ypt, by Miss
WHATELY. Labors of Love.
Maiden and Married Life of
Mary Powell. Marian Tem-
ple's Work. Premiums Paid
to Experience, by GARRETT.
Peter and Polly, by MARION
DOUGLAS. People of Poplar
Dell, by UNA LOCKE. Shoshie
the Hindoo Zenana Teacher,
by HARRIET G. BRITTAN. The Old
Stone House. Through a
Needle's Eye, by STRETTON.
Winifred Bertram, by author
of Cotta Family. Wreck of the
Osprey. Wanderings of Mas-
ter Peter.

Economical Primary, No. 1.

40 vols. 1 8mo. For the infant

class. Every volume filled with

pictures. Sold in sets only,

$7-50.

Thornton's Courage. The Grey
Wolf. Tom's Little Maid.
Lost in the Snow. Hal Foote's
Walnuts. Dorothy's Advents
ure- Guy's Self-Will. Rose
and Charlie. Kate Thornton's
Motto. Summer in the Coun-
try. Amy Elliot. Clara's
Trial. Week in a Tent. Pair
of Shoes. Madeline's Voyage.
Elmer's Morning Glory. The
White Rose. Autumn Leaves.
Little Buds. Uncle Jerry's
Blossom. Wayside Flower.
Dick and Grace. Bobby
Shafto. Fisher Boy. Jack
Greene. A Long Day. Uncle
Dick's Portfolio. Winter
Story. Book About Indians.
Day in the Woods. Christ-
mas at School. Bit of Sun-
snine. One Small Boy. Ho!
for the Country. Snowy Day.
Old Scrap-Book. Toby's
Helpers. Hartley School.
The Poacher's Son. Story of
the Sea.
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Economical Primary, No. 2,
for the Infant Class. 40 vols.

l8mo. Each volume filled with

pictures. Sold in sets only,

f7.50.
Jim's Mishap. Shaggy Dog1

.

Winter by the Sea. Bessie's
Visit. Ben Derrick. Heed-
less Harry. All the Greys.
Rob. Johnson's Rescue. Capt.
Jack. Nettie Morgan. The
Old Church. The Young
Sailor. Xhe First Quarrel.
The Little Brook. The Lost
Bird. Whose Fault Was It ?
Elise. Poor Mrs. Bly. Uncle
Dick's Yacht. Katie's Ad-
venture. A Week at Grand-
mamma's. Reggie's Christ-
mas. Sidney the Fisherman.
Nettles. Ruth's Present.
Grandmamma's Surprise
Party. The Purse of Gold.
Reginald's Vacation. Lottie's
Birthday. Lottie's Bed-
Quilt. Maggie's Dream. The
Lost Knife. Harry's Garden.
Stevie's Visit. A Summer at
Aunt Helen's. Jerry Bright.
Horace Cole's Accident. The
Diamond Pin. Who Found
Bobby and His Mother?
Lazy Roger.

Edwards (Tryon, D.D.). The
World's Laconics; or, the

Best Thoughts of the Best

Authors, in Prose and Poetry.
I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Eggleston, Edward and

George Gary, and Lillie

Eggleston Seelyc. Famous
American Indians. A. series

illustrative of Early American

History. Each in one handsome

volume, illustrated with maps
and engravings. Uniformly
bound. I2mo, cloth, per volume,

$1.00.
Tecumseh and the Shawnea
Prophet, by EDWARD EGGLESTON
and LILLIE EGGLESTON SEELYE.

Red Eagle,by GEORGE GARY EGGLE-
STON.

Pocahontas, by EDWARD EGGLE-
STON and MRS. SEELYE.

AMERICAN INDIANS, continued

Brandt and Red Jacket, by the
same.

Montezuma, by the same.

[The general reader knows, as a rule,

barely that there have been Indian
Wars. The general outlines of them
cannot be given by one man in a
thousand.
These books deal with the most ro-

mantic period of American History.
Tecumseh, the greatest of the Shaw-
nees, was perhaps the greatest genius
of his race known in the annals of our

country. The Life of Red Eagle
throws light on the Creek War which
broke out in Alabama in 1813, and
was finally brought to an end by the

bloody battle of Tohopeka fought by
Jackson in 1814.
In " Montezuma "

the authors have
told the ever interesting story of the
Aztecs and their last emperor in lan-

guage at once simple and attractive.

In " Brandt and Red Jacket
" we have

again the thrilling accounts of the

struggles of our forefathers in the
Middle States, while Pocahontas takes
us to the first settlement of the Old
Dominion.]

Ellwanger (H. B.). The Rose
Its Cultivation, Varieties, etc.,

etc. i6mo, cloth, $1.25.

[" Mr. Ellwanger's connection with
one of the largest nurseries in Amer-
ica, which has yearly imported the
new varieties of merit as they have

appeared and given them extensive

cultivation, has placed unusual ad-

vantages within his reach, which he
has successfully improved. In ad-
dition to the valued directions for
cultivation -for planting, pruning,
propagation, the treatment of diseases
and insect enemies the work is ren-
dered particularly valuable for its

classification, and for the full alpha-
betical and descriptive list of nine
hundred and fifty-six varieties. We
are glad to commend this work, which
is the result of great care and much
labor." Cultivator and Country
Gentleman.'}

Emmerton (J. H.). Spiders.
the Structure and Habits of.

Numerous woodcuts. I2mo,

cloth, $1.50

Ferns of North America. H-
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FERNS OF NORTH AMERICA, continued

lustrated by many superb plates
in color. Text by PROF. D. C.

EATON, of Yale College. 2 vols.

Royal 4to, cloth $30.00
Half morocco 39.00

Farjeon (B. L.X Gautran ; or,

the House of White Shad-
ows. A Novel. I2mo, cloth,

$1.00.

Fenelon (Archbishop). Chris-
tian Counsel and Spiritual
Letters. i8mo, cloth, $1.00.

Fergusson (James). A His-

tory of Architecture in all

Countries, from the earliest

times to the present day. Illus-

trated. Uniform with Liibke's

History of Art. 2 vols. 8vo,

with 1015 illustrations, half

roan, $7. 50 ;
half morocco,

$12.50.

Finley (Martha). The Elsie

Books, Per vol. $1.25. Twelve
vols. in a neat box, I2mo, cloth,

$15.00.

Elsie Dinsmore.
Elsie's Girlhood.
Elsie's Holidays at Roselands.
Elsie's Womanhood.
Elsie's Motherhood.
Elsie's Children.
Elsie's Widowhood.
Grandmother Elsie-

Elsie's New Relations-

Elsie at Nantucket.
The Two Elsies.

Elsie's Kith, and Kin.

["The one cause of this author's

popularity among thoughtful people
is that she never neglects to inculcate
the doctrines of upright living and
Christian integrity, and the charming
stories of domestic life that she has

given us are told in so delightful a
manner that one becomes quite as in-

terested in reading them as the more

THE ELSIE BOOKS, continued
sensational books of the day."
Detroit Commercial A di'ertiser.

The author of the Elsie Books is

. not a stranger to youthful readers,
especially to the gins, with whom she
is a great favorite. Her stories are

pure and good, and yet full of incident
which interests and holds the atten-

tion, but does not unduly excite. Such
books as this are healthful in their

influence, and should be placed in the
hands of young girls who are anxious
to read something interesting.]

The Mildred Books. A Com-

panion Series to the Elsie Books.
Per vol., $1.25. 6 vols. in box,

$7-50.
Mildred Keith.
Mildred at Koselands.
Mildred and Elsie.

Mildred's Married Life.

Mildred at Home.
Mildred's Boys and Girls.

[" In a sweet, simple strain the au-

thor tells the story of her characters,
their romances, their joys and their sor-

rows. Miss Finley portrays so beauti-

ful a Christian spirit pervading the

households and individuals she rep-
resents that religion through them
seems very attractive." Christian Ob-
server.

Casella. A Tale of the Wal-
denses. I2mo, cloth, $1.25.

Our Fred ; Or, Seminary Life at

Thurston. I2mo, cloth, $1.25.

Old-Fashioned Boy. "mo,
$1.25.

Wanted, a Pedigree. A Novel.

Large I2mo, cloth, nearly 600

pages, $1.25.

Signing the Contract, and
What it Cost. A Novel.

I2mo, cloth, $1.25.
["This story is original in plan,

written in a natural tone, at many
points extremely touching, and pos-
sessing interest for all those readers

who like fiction which develops les-

sons of a highly spiritual character."

Literary World.']

The Thorn in the Nest. A
Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.25.
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Fish (Henry C., D.D ). His-

tory and Expository of Pul-

pit Eloquence. (Deceased

Divines.) Two vols. in one.

8vo. Over 1200 pages. Cloth,

$3.00.

Pulpit Eloquence ofthe Nine-
teenth Century. 8vo, cloth,

with supplement containing ad-

ditional discourses, $3.00.

Freeman (Edward A.). A
History of the Norman
Conquest of England. Its

Causes and its Results. 6 vols.

8vo, cloth, gilt tops, $20.00.

Fuller (Jane G.). Uncle
John's Flower Gatherers.
A companion for the woods and
fields. i6mo, cloth, $0.90.

Garrett's (Edward) Works. A
new edition, bound in uniform

style. I2mo, cloth, per vol.,

$1.00. The set in a box, 12
vols. $12.00.

Doing- and Dreaming-.
By Still Waters.
Gold and Dross; or, Hester
Capel's Inheritance.

Crooked Places. A Story of
Struggles and Triumphs.

Premiums Paid to Experience.
Incidentsinmy Business Life.

The Dead Sin, and other
Stories.

The Occupations of a Retired
Life.

The Crust and the Cake.
The Hoiise by the Works.
Family Fortunes.
Her Object in Life.

At Any Cost.

[" There is a quiet charm about the

writings of Edward Garrett, a simple
purity of thought, a high, but unpre-
tending range of sentiment, a tender
piety without Phariseeism, an expres-
sion and fulfillment, in fine, of cult-
ured and modest Christianity, which
is peculiarly satisfying to the soul in

GARRETT'S (EDWARD) WORKS, con'd

these times of worldly worry and
worldly intensity." N. Y. Evening
Mail.

" ' Crooked Places
'

tells a health-
ful story of an English family reduced
from wealth to poverty who over-
came trials, and emerged from their

struggles purified and developed.
''

Christian Era.
" The great value of Doing over

Dreaming is illustrated by the history
of two families who lived side by side,
and the principle and necessity of

haying a worthy purpose in life, or an
object to live for, and a willingness to
do whatever is necessary to gain the
end in view, is enforced in such a man-
ner as to show the dignity and honor-
ableness over a time-serving policy."

St. Louis Evangelist." The major part of the stories in
the 'Dead Sin/ etc., have a decided
moral tone and an equally decided
merit. In so far as stories may read
like actual facts we think these de-
serve the palm." Philadelphia Age.
"At Any Cost " has its commence-

ment in the largest of the Shetland
Isles, the wild, rugged scenery of
which is brought vividly before the
mind's eye, while the fresh, strong
breezes of the North Sea come invig-

oratingly on the senses. The char-
acters of the two youths, Tom Ollison
and Robert Sinclair, are as far asun^
der as the poles, and their develop-
ment in the course of the story pre>
serves their peculiar lines of though'
and modes of action intact. Although
both young men achieve success m
the world of London, where they
arrive in company, their roads lie far

apart, and to neither would the po-
sition attained by the other have pre-
sented anything in which to rejoice
as the climax of his desires.
Mr. Garrett has done good service

in giving this wholesome story to the

public. Without a word of preach-
ing, it points unerringly to the right
course, and not only young men and
women, but older people, may learn

many valuable lessons from its silent

teaching.]

GibbslAlfred S.). Goethe's
Mother. Correspondence of

Catharine Elizabeth Goethe with

Goethe, Lavater, Wieland,
Duchess of Saxe-Weimar, and
others. Translated from the

German, with the addition of
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A.).

GIBBS (ALFRED S.) WORKS, continued

Biographical Sketches and
Notes by ALFRED S. GIBBS, and
an Introductory Note by CLAR-
ENCE COOK. 8vo, cloth, $2.00.

["The most conspicuous name
among the mothers of literary men is

that of Catharine Elizabeth Goethe.
It was from her that her famous son
derived the elements of his greatness.
' This volume is made up of her cor-

respondence with her son, Lavater,
Wieland, and others. The addition
of copious notes renders the work
more nearly a biography than a sim-

ple compilation of letters. The at-

mosphere which one breathes in read-

ing these familiar epistles is full of
the most intense vitality, at once
human and intellectual.'

'' Boston
Courier.}

Gilman (Arthur, M.
Shakespeare's Morals,
$1.50.

[" This volume displays an intelli-

gent mind at work amid the riches of

Shakespeare collating and collecting
kindred excellencies. The scheme of
the book is an arrangement of careful
selections under heads that compre-
hend moral teachings. Joined with
these extracts are brief collateral read-

ings and scriptural references. Thus
we are offered, if not the whole, a
fair and suggestive epitome of the
utterances of Shakespeare on ethical
and religious themes." Boston Tran-
script^

Gladden (Rev. Washington).
The Christian Way
Whither it Leads and How to

Go On. i6mo, cloth, $0.75.

Gosse (Edmund). From
Shakespeare to Pope. An
inquiry into the Causes and
Phenomena of the rise of Classi-

cal Poetry in England. I2mo,
cloth, $2.00.

Gould (Baring). History of

Germany. Octavo, cloth,

$2.00. See "Kingdoms of the
World."

Griffith (Cecil). Victory Dean.A Novel. I2mo, cloth, $i.po.

Guernsey (Lucy Ellen). Agnes
Warrington's Mistake.
i6mo, cloth, $0.75.

Half Hour Series (The). A
Jfew Edition. 4 vols., i2mo,

profusely illustrated, per vol.,

$1.25.

Half Hours in the Great Deep.
Half Hours in the Far North.
Half Hours in the Far East.

HalfHours in the Tiny World.

HaU (John, D.D.). God's

Word through Preaching.
Being the Yale Lectures for

1875. I2mo, cloth, $1.25.

Papers for Home Reading.
I2mo, cloth. With Portrait,

$1.25.

Questions of the Day. i2mo,
cloth, $1.25.

Familiar Talks to Boys.
i6mo, cloth, $0.50.

["The discussions in God's Word
through Preaching relate to every
branch of a minister's duties and ex-

perience. There is a vigorous sense
in the author's thought and style. He
strikes each subject with remarkable

precision and force. The effect pro-
duced upon hearer and reader is

most wholesome." Watchman and
Reflector.']

Harrison (Jennie). little
Boots. I2mo, cloth. $1.25.

The Old Back-Room. ismo,
cloth, $1.25.

Heroes of Chivalry, being the

Life of the Chevalier Bayard
and the Chronicle of the Cid.

Bound in one volume of nearly

700 pages, with many illustra-

tions. Quarto, strikingly bound
in clsth, gilt, $2.50.
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Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier
de). Tunis. The Land and
the People. With 22 illustra-

tions, I2mo, cloth, $1.75.

[" M. Hesse-Wartegg possesses a

simple, straightforward method of

description, good literary style and
excellent judgment." The narrative opens with a cur-

sory glance at the political history of
the Regency from the seventh cent-

ury down to the present time. It is

shown that though the native govern-
ing powers have changed many times
and the country finally fallen under
foreign dominion, its old-time grand-
eur and wealth replaced by squalor
and poverty, the people throughout
have remained the same, and pre-
served the primitive originality of
their customs and usages. A rt In-

'

terchangel\

Hood (Rev. E. Paxton).

Lamps, Pitchers, and
Trumpets. Lectures on the

Vocations of the Preacher. Il-

lustrated by Anecdotes, Bio-

graphical, Historical, and Lu-

cidatory of every order of Pulpit

Eloquence, from the great
Preachers of all ages. Two
vols., I2mo, cloth, $2.00.

Howson (J. S., D.D.). The
Character of St. Paul i2mo,
cloth.

[" A more eloquent tribute to the
character of the great apostle, and
one so well adapted to the student
and the general reader alike, could
not be desired. Theological students
cannot afford to lose the advantages

. which a careful study of this book
will afford

;
and those who do not

care for theology, or perhaps for re-

ligion even, if they read a few pages
will be strongly induced to read all."

N. Y. Times.}

International Cyclopedia.
(See last page of this Cata-

logue.)

Jackson (Sheldon, D.D.).

Alaska, and Missions on
the North Pacific Coast.
Illustrated, I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

[" The volume gives interesting and
valuable information in regard to

the physical features of the country,
population, customs and beliefs of its

people, etc. The illustrations add
much to the value of the book."

Journal of Education^

James (F. L., F.R.G.S.). The
Wild Tribes of the Soudan.
An account of travel and sport

chiefly in the Base Country ;

being personal experiences and
adventures during three winters

spent in the Soudan. 8vo. With
3 maps and 40 full-page illustra-

tions, engraved for the book
from photographs taken on the

spot. Handsomely printed and

bound, cloth, $5.00.

[" The country traversed was that
now occupied by El Mahdi, the False

Prophet, the real starting-point being
that Suakin of which we now daily
read so much. Mr. James writes in
a manly, straightforward style. He
has much of interest to relate and he
tells his story in a fresh and invigor-
ating manner." Good Literature.}

James (Rev. William). Grace
for Grace. The Letters of the

Rev. William James on the

Higher Christian Life. I2mo,
cloth, $1,25.

[" This book is composed of letters

the theme of which is the life of God
in the soul, as it is imparted, nour-
ished, strengthened and perfected by
his abounding grace. They treat of
the most intricate and vital relations
of the believer with Christ; of the
Redeemer into the heart by a simple
and appropriating faith

;
of His suf-

ficiency and power, when thus re-

ceived, to free the soul from the sense
of condemnation and from the intol-

erable and hopeless struggle for self-

deliverance, and to establish it in

peace, joy and victory of an assured
and realized salvation." Christian

Statesman?^
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Jay (William, D.D.). Prayers
for the Use of Families. By
the author of

' '

Morning and

Evening Exercises," etc. I2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Jessup (Henry H., D.D.). Mis-

sionary in Syria.

Women of the Arabs. 15 full-

page illustrations. I2mo, cloth,

$1.25.

Syrian Home-Life. Illustrated.

i6mo, cloth, $0.90.

Johnston (Rossiter). The
War of 1812 Between the
United States and Great
Britain.

The Old French War.
Each one vol., i2mo, $1.25.

See ' ' Minor Wars.
"

Keats (John). The Letters
and Poems of John Keats,
reprinted from the edition

edited by LORD HOUGHTON,
with memoir by JOHN GILMER
SPEED

;
and Letters, many of

which have never before been

published. With illlustrations.

3 vols., post 8vo. Printed from

type, by De Vinne. Only 350
copies printed, each copy num-
bered and signed, as follows :

4 copies on vellum
;

12 copies
on China paper ; 55 copies on
Whatman paper ; 275 copies on
Holland paper.

A few of the Holland copies
may be had at $15.00.

["The work is in three volumes,
of which one is devoted to the letters
and two to the poems. The volume
of letters has been prepared by the
grand - nephew of the poet, John
Gilmer Speed, Esq., and will contain,
in addition to those hitherto pub-
lished, a number written by Keats to

KEATS (JOHN), WORKS, continued

his brother George, in the United
States. These were, to a considerable

extent, memoranda of his daily
doings, jotted down from time to

time, so as to be ready for any chance
vessel that might be sailing, and are
full of most interesting references to
his friends, as well as expressions of
his own feelings and aims, such as
would only be made to those most
closely related to him. None of these
American letters have ever been pub-
lished complete and unaltered, and
many of them now appear in print for
the first time. An introduction to the

poems has also been written by Mr.
Speed. The text of the poems is that

prepared by Lord Houghton. whose
notes have been retained. The vol-
umes contain portraits of the three

brothers, John, George and Tom, re-

produced in color from the originals
in oil by Severn. In addition to the
three portraits mentioned, there is an

etching of the poet's grave, by Sabin;
a fac-simile of the Original draft ot
one of the author's smaller poems,
showing his erasures and emenda-
tions ; the silhouette of Fanny
Brawne, the head of Keats drawn by
Severn in his last illness, the drawing
from life by Severn, and a reproduc-
tion of the life-mask by Hayden."
Critic.}

Kingdoms of the World. A
Series of Popular Histories, all

brought down to the present
time. Each in I vol. 8vo.

With frontispiece. Cloth, extra,
Per vol., $2.00.

Italy. }
Russia.
Austria.
Prussia.

*

Turkey. By EDSON L. CLARK.

Egrypt By J. C. McCoAN.

Germany. By BARING GOULD.

Kindersley (Edward Cock-
burn). The very Joyous,
Pleasant and Refreshing
History of the Feats, Ex-
ploits, Triumphs and
Achievements of the Good
Knight, without Fear and
without Reproach, the

By JOHN S. C. ABBOTT.
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KlNDERSLEY (ED. CoCKBURN), COnt
'd

Gentle Lord de Bayard.
Set forth in English, by ED-
WARD COCKBURN KINDERSLEY.
With many illustrations.

See " Heroes of Chivalry."
Quarto, $2.50.

[" No book that has been published
so far this year begins to approach
this delectable history in romantic in-

terest. ... A book which all

manly boys will be delighted with,
and to which they will return again
and again." Mail.
" The book combines the heroic

features of the
'

King Arthur ' with
the historical value of the '

Froissart.'
As a picture of society in the sixteenth

century, and a narrative of some of
its most stirring events, its value is

very great. . . . Thoroughly
readable for boys, and at the same
time possessing a racy flavor of

antiquity." The Nation.
"No handsomer book for boys has

been brought out this season. The
story cannot fail to interest lads of

spirit, and they will unconsciously
gain from it a lofty ideal of manly
character. There are many illustra-

tions, for the most part very good."
Christian Union.]

Kingsley (Henry). Austin

Elliott. A Novel. I2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Leighton Court. A Novel.

I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Ravenshoe. A Novel. i2mo.

cloth, $1.00.

The Recollections of Greofiry
Ha/mlyn. A Novel. i2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

The Hillyars and the Burtons.
A Novel. i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Ladd (Horatio 0.). History
of the War with Mexico.
I2mo, cloth, $1.25. See " Minor
Wars."

Land and Sea Library. Origi-
nal vols., profusely illustrated.

i6mo, cloth, $2.50.

The Ocean.
The Builders of the Sea.
The Frozen North.
Ancient Egypt.
India.

Lee, Edmund.

DorothyWordsworth. A Story
of a Sister's Love. I2mo, cloth,

$1.25.

Loring (W. W.X A Confed-
erate Soldier in Egypt. By
W. W. LORING, late Colonel in

U. S. Army, Major-General in

the Confederate Service, and
Fe'reek Pasha and General in

the Army of the Khedive of

Egypt, i vol., 8vo, cloth, with

47 illustrations, $3. 50.
[" The true reflection of a wide-

awake man's impressions, sentiments
and prejudices, and eminently reada-
ble." Nation.
"Gen. Loring writes with a sense

of the picturesque, always active. He
describes a scene with vigor and mi-
nuteness ;

tells an anecdote, repeats a
legend, recalls an incident, and does
all with grace and vivacity. His

sympathies are with the best aspira-
tions of the people, and he has studied
their institutions and habits with the

feelings of a humane man and the

thoroughness of a soldier." Chicago
Tribune.}

Liibke (Wilhelm). Outlines
of the History of Art. A
new translation from the Seventh
German Edition. Edited with

Notes, by CLARENCE COOK, in

two volumes, royal 8vo, with

nearly 600 illustrations.

Cloth, gilt top $14.00
Half morocco 19.00
Half Levant 22.50
Student's Edition, com-

plete. Two vols., 8vo,
half roan ... 7.50

Half morocco 12. 50

[" In the new interest in art, awak-
ened in this country, these volumes
ought to be the primer of our artists
and art admirers. There is no other
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LtfBKE (WILHELM) WORKS, continued

work of equal value accessible to the
reader

;
and the numerous illustra-

tions make it easy to grasp the prin-
ciples, and follow the development of
the branches of Art Architecture,
Sculpture and Painting." New York
Independent.

' The great success of his book in

Europe is partly due to the fact, that it

is the only one of its kind from which
those who aim at general culture can
obtain a sufficient idea of one of the
broadest fields of human activity, con-

cerning which every one nowadays
is expected to know something."
Charles C. Perkins.
" An accepted standard of informa-

tion, . . . astonishingly full, with-
out reaching proportions which might
make it generally impractical ; scrupu-
lously exact, and illustrated with a
rare instinct of selection." New York
Tribune.
"

It is remarkably free from errors
and marked by sound judgment upon
the relative merits of art schools and
artists. It has the great merit of free-
dom from bias and sentimentahsm,
and forms a welcome contrast to the
uncritical and half-digested books
upon art, which are daily issued from
English and American presses."
Literary World.
"A vast area has been traversed,

yet no part of the ground has been
neglected or carelessly scanned. The
survey has been comprehensive, but
the impressions gained and the judg-
ments expressed have been clear and
competent. The illustrations are pro-
fuse and elegant, and the book is one

'

that art lovers may well covet." Chi-

cago Tribune.]

Lucy (H. W.). Gideon Fleyce.
A Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Ludlow (James M.). The
Captain of the Janizaries.

A Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

[This is a historical novel in the
best sense, peculiarly happy in its

choice of time and place, strong in its

central historical character, abound-
ing in incident, rapid and stirring in

action, animated, and often brilliant

in style.
The independent mountaineers of

Albania, the siege and fall of Con-
stantinople, the intrigue of Oriental
domestic life, the discipline and tra-

LUDLOW (JAMES M.) WORKS, cont.

ditions of the Janizaries, the wars and
strategies and policy all the shifting
and brilliant action and picturesque
surroundings that belong to the period
make a splendid setting for the

pure and noble love tale which runs
through all." Christian Union.]

Maberly (J.). The Print Col-
lector. An introduction to the

knowledge of Ancient Prints,
with suggestions as to the mode
of collecting. Edited with an in-

troduction and notes by ROBERT
HOE, JR. One vol., large 8vo,
with illustrations, $2.50." The book commends itself alone
without comment to all collectors and
lovers of prints, and it is so wholly
without rivals in its comprehensive-
ness and accuracy that its publication
makes it at once a necessary part of

every collector's library, while as a
history of engraving and kindred
arts it is invaluable to all classes of

intelligent readers." TV. Y. Evening
Post.}

Main (David). Three Hun-
dred English Sonnets.
Chosen and Edited with a few

Notes, by DAVID M. MAIN,
Editor of " A Treasury of En-

glish Sonnets." Limited edition

on large paper, only 100 copies

printed, $11.00.

Mainstone's Housekeeper. A
Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Manning (Anne). Maiden
and Married Life of Mary
Powell. l6mo, cloth, $1.00.

Cherry and Violet. i6mo,

cloth, fi.oo.

The Household of Sir Thomas
More. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

The Faire Gospeller, Anne

Askew. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

Jacques Bonneval :
A Tale of

the Huguenots. i6mo, cloth,
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The Spanish Barber: A Tale
of the Bible in Spain. i6mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Markham (Richard). Colonial

Days. Being Stories and Bal-

lads for young Americans as re-

counted by five boys and five

girls in
' ' Around the Yule

Log," "Aboard the Mavis," and
" On the Edge of Winter."

Quarto, with nearly 250 illus-

trations, handsomely bound,
cloth, $2.50.

[" The design and execution of this
work are admirable. It is entertain-

ing, instructive, well written and
well printed. In all respects the book
is a positive success." Chicago Ap-
peal." Mr. Markham has produced a
capital, entertaining book for young
readers, and carried out cleverly a
clever idea." Evening Mail^ N. Y.

" A merry set of boys and girls incur
adventures by sea and land, listen to

Revolutionary and other historical

tales, and, what is the crowning merit
of Mr. Markham, behave and talk
with great naturalness and vivacity."
Nation.}

History ofKing Philip's War.
I2mo, cloth, $1.25. See
" Minor Wars."

Chronicle of the Cid. Edited by
RICHARD MARKHAM. Quarto,
cloth, illustrated, $1.00. See
" Heroes of Chivalry."
["This fascinating romance, for

ages the delight of both old and
young, is given here in Southey's fine

version, interspersed with selections
from other English writers of emi-
nence who have dealt with the same
subject. It is prepared for young
readers, is printed in large and clear

type with many handsome illustra-

tions, and is in every way a tempting
form in which to enjoy this stirring
and thrilling story of the days of

chivalry." Boston Evening Gazette.
" Mr. Markham has availed himself

with admirable judgment of the vari-
ous chronicles of the Cid, and has pro-
duced a book of rare value, surpassing
in interest the wildest romance."
Boston Home Journal.}

Marriage Certificates.
Printed from a beautiful and
chaste steel engraving. On
plate paper, per dozen, fi.oo.
On bank-note paper, per dozen,

$1.00.

McCoan (J. C.). Egypt as it

IS. A new edition. 8vo, cloth,

$2.00. See "
Kingdoms of the

World."

[The History of Egypt, by J. C.
McCoan, should properly be called
"A History of Egypt in Recent
Times," especially from 1840 to 1880,
as it deals largely in all the important
efforts made by the Khedives Mehe-
met Ali, Said Pasha, and Ismail in
their efforts to become independent
of Turkey, and to make Egypt a pros-
perous and powerful kingdom. It is

a very able and complete account of
the financial condition of Egypt ;

of
the occurrences and decrees that made
France and England the directors of
the government for some years ;

a full

statement of the relations of Egypt to
the Porte

;
the administration of the

government ;
an account of the Suez

Canal, etc. The reading of it will

give one a much better idea of the
news we are daily receiving from
Egypt and the Soudan.]

McDonald (George). A Double
Story. i6mo, cloth, 75 cents.

[" Tells of two little girls, one the
child of a king, the other of a shep-
herd, both spoiled by their indulgent

parents, and both taken from their
nomes by the Wise Woman to be led,
if possible, to see themselves as they
were seen by others, and induced to
abandon their selfishness and ill-

nature for a better and happier way
of life." Boston Transcript^

McLain (Mary W.X Daisy
Ward's Work. l6mo, illus-

trated, 75 cents.

McLeod (Norman, D.D.). The
Starling. A Scotch Story.

i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Character Sketches, includ-

ing
" Wee Davie,"

"
Billy But-
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CHARACTER SKETCHES, continued

tons," etc., etc. i6mo, cloth,

illustrated.

Meade (L. T.). How It aU
Came Around. i2mo, cloth,

$1.00.

Meye (Henry). Stone Sculp-
tures of Copan and Qroiri-

gua. With descriptive text by
Dr. JULIUS SCHMIDT. "With

20 plates. Folio, half morocco,
$20.00.

[The sculptured monoliths of Copan
and Quirigud, reproduced in the

plates, rank indisputably with the
most interesting and noteworthy
monuments of tropical America. They
clearly betray the end for which they
were produced to display, embodied
in stone, to the population settled
in these regions, and to hand down
to after - generations the religious
ideas and traditions which reigned
in the spiritual life of these people.
The number of places in Central
America which at the present day
attract attention by the presence
of these monolith statues is by no
means large that is, if we look for
an assemblage of many such statues
on one spot. In most of die better-
Known collections of ruins, the statues
occur singly, or else, as in the case
of Santa Lucia Cosumalhualpa, the

sculptured figures are represented ex-

clusively by reliefs.]

Mimpriss (Robert). The Gos-

pels in Harmony. Having
the texts of the Four Evange-
lists in parallel columns, with

notes, references and charts.

Pocket edition. Small type.

Paper $0.60
l6mo edition. Large type,

cloth 1.25

Minor Wars of the United
States. A series of Popular
Histories, uniform with the Pio-

neer and Patriot and American
Indian Series. Each i vol.,

MINOR WARS OF THE U. S., continued

I2mo, fully illustrated and at-

tractively bound in cloth. Per

vol., $1.25.
1. TheWar of 1812. By ROSSITER
JOHNSON.

2. The Old French War. By
ROSSITER JOHNSON.

3. The War With Mexico. By
H. O. LADD.

4. King Philip's War. By RICH-
ARD MARKHAM.

["Johnson's
' War of 1812' gives a

clear, succinct and trustworthy ac-
count of the war and ought to be
widely circulated and generally
read." Chicago Tribune.
"Markham's 'King Philip's War,'

is a plain unvarnished tale, a collation
of established facts put in a very
earnest, straightforward manner. The
early chroniclers have been freely
drawn upon by the author, and the
book is a very compact, comprehen-
sive and reliable history of some of
the most stirring times in our New
England life." Boston Post.

"
Johnson's

' Old French War,'
gives the story in a plain, lively man-
ner sure to hold the interest of the
reader and to leave a vivid impres-
sion of the stirring and thrilling
events upon his mind." Boston Home
Journal." Mr. Ladd's ' War with Mexico '

deals with the subject in the clearest

and most satisfactory way we have
ever seen it treated." Saturday
Evening Post.']

Mitchell (Lucy M.X A His-

tory of Ancient Sculpture.
Imperial 8vo. With 295 wood

engravings in the text by some
of the most skilled artists of this

country and Europe, and 6 full-

page photogravures prepared by
Frisch, of Berlin. Elegantly

printed, bound in cloth.

Gilt tops $12.50
Half morocco 18.00

Full morocco 20.00

Selections from Ancient
Sculpture, Twenty heliotype

plates, printed in Berlin in the

highest style of the art from
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MITCHELL (Lucv M.), WORKS, con'd

original negatives taken ex-

pressly for Mrs. Mitchell, and
intended to accompany her

book. With descriptive text.

In portfolio. Folio, $4.00.

[" Our author has brought to her
stately task a thorough understanding
of her subject, an exquisite modesty
and long years of thoughtful travel
in lands where art was cradled and
where its greatest glories were
achieved." Chicago Tribune.
" One of the most valuable contri-

butions so far made to the history of
art. Mrs. Mitchell treats of the pro-
ductions of the sculptor's chisel in
connection with all the different

phases of life religious, political,
social and aesthetic to whose service

they were devoted. Much light is

thrown upon ancient art by a study of
the institutions and history of the
ancient peoples, and conversely, the
study of all art-products enables us
to reach a better understanding of
the life and times of the people
among whom they originated. The
work will at once be accorded a place
among the classics in art literature."
N. y. World.}

Moffat (Jas. C., D.D.V Professor
of Church History in Princeton

Theological Seminary.
A Comparative History of

Religions. Two vols. i2mo,
cloth. Vol. I. Ancient Script-
ures. Vol. II. Later Script-
ures. 2 vols. in one, $2.50.

New Testament. 1st. The
Revised Version, in one large
I2mo vol., well printed on good
paper, and substantially bound,
$1.00.

2d. The Revised Version.
Red Line Edition, handsome-

ly printed on fine paper, with
red line border, and suitably
bound, $1.50.

The Old and the New Versions

Compared.

3d. The New Testament,
having the Old and the New

NEW TESTAMENT, continued

Versions on opposite and cor-

responding pages. Large I2mo,
1004 pages, well printed and

substantially bound, $1.50.

4th. The New Testament.
Red Line Edition. The Old
and the New Versions, as above,

handsomely printed, with red
line border, and suitably bound,
$2.50-

Niebuhr (Barthold George).
Greek Hero Stories. Trans-
lated from the German of Prof.

Niebuhr, author of
"
History of

Rome," by BENJAMIN HOPPIN.
With 12 full-page illustrations

by AUGUSTUS HOPPIN. i6mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Nordhoff (Charles). Man-of-
War Life. i6mo, cloth,

$1.00.

The Merchant Vessel. i6mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Whaling and Fishing. i6mo,

cloth, fi.oo.

Sailor Life on Man-of-War
and Merchant Vessel. This
volume consists of Man-of-War
Life and Merchant Vessel. They
are printed from new plates.
Several hundred illustrations.

Quarto, cloth, $2.50.
["There is not a boy in America,

whether he has the marine fever or

not, who will not enjoy it, for the
kind of literature which it represents
is one that never grows old nor loses
its charm." Mau and Express.
Mr. Charles Nordhoff was born

with a pen in his hand and knows how
to write so that other people have to
read. He shipped for a green hand
when he was a boy, on board a United
States vessel, and sailed the world
almost around to Rio, to the Cape,
to the East Indies, to China, to Japan,
to the Sandwich Islands, to the west
coast of Africa, to California, and
finally to Norfolk, Virginia, where he
was paid off and took leave of the
sea.." Literary World?i
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Northwest Coast of America.
Being Results of Recent
Ethnological Researches
from the collections of the Royal
Museum at Berlin. Published

by the Directors of the Ethno-

logical Department. Translated
from the German. With 13

plates, five of which are in

colors. Folio, half morocco,
$20.00.

Olyphant (Mrs.). Sir Tom.
A Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Parker (Jane Marsh). The
Midnight Cry. A novel, by

JANE MARSH PARKER. i2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Pattison (Mrs. Mark). The
Renaissance of Art in
France. With 19 illustrations

on Steel. 8vo, 2 vols., $7.50.

[" This is the first complete account
that has appeared of one of the most
important, and at the same time diffi-

cult, periods in the history of French
art. ... In any case Mrs. Patti-
son's work even now is an indispen-
sable guide to its subject. No reader
will lay down the work, carefully
thought out and attractively written,
without a feeling- of satisfaction, and
there is probably no man in this spe-
cial branch of art who would not have
been glad to have written such a
work. London Athena>um.~\

Pepys (Samuel). Pepys'
Diary. The Diary and Cor-

respondence of Samuel Pepys,
Esq., F.R.S., from the cypher
in the Pepysean Library, with a
life and notes by RICHARD LORD
BRAYBROOKE, deciphered with
additional notes by REV.
MYNORS BRIGHT, M.A., Presi-

dent and Senior Fellow of Mag-
dalen College, Cambridge. 10

vols., 8vo. Large paper edition,

printed by De Vinne. Limited

PEPYS' DIARY, continued

to 169 copies. Each copy num-
bered and signed, as follows :

On Vellum, 4 copies.
On Japan paper, 15 copies.
On Holland paper, 150 copies.

A few copies, on Holland paper
only, may still be had at $50.00.

Library Edition. 10 vols.,
i6mo. Well printed and substan-

tially bound in cloth, $15.00.

[" It is the book of books to dip into
at random, to rummage for things
curious and entertaining, to ransack
for the light it throws on contempo-
rary men, manners, morals, and so-

ciety, and to consult for the valuable
historical facts it discloses, and the

interesting public and private events
and occurrences it describes. A won-
derful mosaic of things great and
small, in church and state, in politics
and affairs, in business and society,
in the world of scandal and intrigue,
in art, science and literature, and in
the daily and household life and cus-
toms of artisans, merchants, gentry,
nobility, and even of .royalty itself;
nowhere else can be found so com-
plete a bird's-eye view of the England ,

or rather the London, of the last days
of the Rump and the first nine years
of the Restoration as in the unique
diurnal jottings of this prince of gos-
sips and most indefatigable of re-

porters." Harper's Magazine.

Peters (W. T., and Clinton).
The Children of the Week.
By WM. THEODORE PETERS,
with upwards of four-score illus-

trations by CLINTON PETERS.

Quarto, cloth. $3.00.

Phelps (Elizabeth Stuart).

Gypsy Breynton.
Gypsy's Cousin Joy.
Gypsy's Sowing- and Reaping-.
G-ypsy's Year at the Golden
Crescent.

Comprising the Gypsy Stories, 4

vols., i6mo, cloth. Each, $1.00.

Rawlinson (Prof. George).
Five Great Monarchies of
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RAWLINSON (PROF. G.), WORKS, cant.

the Ancient Eastern World.
Three vols., 8vo, cloth, gilt

tops, maps, and nearly 600 il-

lustrations, $9.00. Half mo-
rocco, $16.00.

The Sixth Great Monarchy
(Parthia). I vol., 8vo, with

maps and illustrations, cloth,

gilt tops, $3.00. Half morocco,
$3.00.

The Seventh Great Monarchy
(The Sassanean or New Persian

Empire). 2 vols., with maps
and illustrations, cloth, gilt tops,

$6.00. Half morocco, $11.00.

The History of Ancient

Egypt. 2 vols., 8vo, with nu-

merous illustrations, cloth, gilt

tops, $6.00. Half morocco,

$11.00.

Student's Edition of Rawlin-
SOn's Works. Printed from
the same plates as the fine edi-

tion, but on thinner paper and
with less margin. As follows :

THE ANCIENT MONARCHIES,
6 vols. in 5 $6.25

ANCIENT EGYPT, 2 vols $3.00

[" One cannot turn to the pages of

this great work of Rawlinson's with-
out ever-growing wonder. It is a
standing monument of one of the
most marvelous of modern achieve-
ments. Almost the entire contents
of these large and well-filled volumes,

replete with information respecting
the famous monarchies of ancient

Asia, represent a positive addition to

historical knowledge made within the

present generation. The great em-
pires of the East were but a few years
since little but empty names. Some
vague stories survived of the magnifi-
cence of their capitals and of the

grandeur and exploits of a few kings,
and the rest was a total blank. And
now to our amazement we behold
these empires, which had fallen to

decay one after another, before the
father of history began his gossiping
narrative, rescued from the oblivion of

ages, and we are set face to face with

RAWLINSON (PROF. G.), WORKS, cont'd

the long-buried forms of extinct civ-
ilization." Christian^ Union.

ReissTW. and StUbefA.). The
Necropolis of Aneon in
Peril. A series of illustrations

of the civilization and the indus-

tries of the empire of the Incas,

being the results of excavations

made on the spot ; published
with the aid of the general ad-

ministration of the Royal Mu-
seums, of Berlin. Complete in

fourteen parts, fol., with ten

plates in each part, printed in

colors. Each part, $7.50.
[" This work is monumental in

character and its value to the archae-

ologist will be of the highest. We
have never seen anything finer in

chromo-lithography, and the illustra-

tions have all the appearance of being
faithful reproductions of the origi-
nals." Times.
" The whole work promises to be

one of the best contributions to the
ancient history of the human race
that has yet appeared. It is a fasci-

nating and almost an untrodden field

of research.
"

Saturday Review.
" This magnificent undertaking bids

fair to rival in scientific interest and

typographical splendor Lord Kings-
borough's great work on Mexican
Antiquities. Nature.
''The labors of Messrs. Reiss and

Stubel will be very highly appreciated
by students of American archaeology,
who will be duly grateful for this

beautiful instalment of a really valu-
able -work." Academy.
"The plates thus far issued form

part of a most extensive monograph,
and if the authors carry it out in as

magnificent a style as it has been

begun we shall have a most accurate

iconography of one of the principal
types of ancient Peruvians, as

repre-
sented by the contents of"one of tneir

most noted burial -
places." The

Nation, New York.
"
Jedenfalls wird man, gestutzt auf

den Inhalt der ersten Lieferungen
dieses unvergleichlich ausgestatteten
Werkes, ersehen von welch hervor-

ragendem Werthe nach den verschie-
densten Gesichtspunkten hin die Aus-

frabungen
der Herren Reiss un

tubel sich erweisen." Die Gegeir
wart, Berlin.
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Biordan (Roger). Half a
Score Of Etchings, with criti-

cal text by ROGER RIORDAN.
Ten etchings by the great
French artists Appian, Dau-

bigny, Le Page, Lan9on, Mar-
tial, Buhot, Chauvel, Nehlig,
Burnand, Beauverie. Folio,

$7.50.

Bitchie (GK W. H.). English
Etchers. Fifteen etchings by
Murray, S t r a n g , Chattock,
Dobie, Cooper and others of

the present school of English
etchers, with descriptive text by
G. W. H. RITCHIE. Folio,

$12.50.

Ten Etchings. Examples of

the etched work of Maase,
Rhead, Jacomb, Hood, L'herm-
ittle, Cazenova, Gravesende,
Ballin, Steele, Jacquemart, Vey-
rassat, with descriptive text by
G. W. H. RITCHIE. Folio,

$7.50- ^__
Robinson (J.X Ferns in Their
Homes and Ours. With eight

cromo-lithographs of rare ferns,

and many other plates and illus-

trations. I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

Roe (Mary A.X Forging their

Chains. A Novel. I2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

A Long Search. A Novel.

I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

Roe (Rev. Edward P.). Bar-
riers Burned Away. i2mo,
cloth, $1.50.

What Can She Do? i2mo,
cloth, $1.50.

Opening a Chestnut Burr.
I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

Near to Nature's
121110, cloth, $1.50.

Heart.

From Jest to Earnest. i2mo,
cloth, $1.50.

A Knight of the XIX. Cen-

tury. I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

A Face Illumined. i2mo, cloth,

$1.50.

A Day of Fate. i2mo, cloth,

$1.50.

Without a Home. i2mo, cloth,

$1.50.

His Sombre Rivals. i2mo,
cloth, $1.50.

A Young Girl's Wooing.
I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

An Original Belle. i2mo,

cloth, $1.50.

Driven Back to Eden. i2mo,
cloth, illustrated, $1.50.

Nature's Serial Story. i2mo,
illustrated, cloth, $1.50.

He Fell in Love with His
Wife. I2mo, cloth, $1.50.

si,** Sets of these Popular Novels

supplied in boxes without extra

charge.

Birthday Mottoes, from the

writings of E. P. ROE. With

portrait and illustrations^ cloth,

i6mo, $1.00.

Success with Small Fruits.

Square 8vo, beautifully illus-

trated. $2. 50.

[WITHOUT A HOME. " The ultimate

design of the story is to trace the

origin and growth, and exhibit the

pernicious results of the morphia
habit. Mr. Roe has graphically, and
at times powerfully and dramatically,

portrayed its influence to wither and
destroy manhood and to wreck the

happiness of the family. The har-

rowing incidents which are the con-

sequence of the evil are not so osten-

tatiously exhibited as to be revolting,
but are ingeniously distributed over a

story that has a substantial and inde-

pendent interest of its own." ^/ar-

pei^s Magazine.
NEAR TO NATURE'S HEART. "Hi*
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ROE (REV. E. P.), WORKS, continued

heroine is a pure child of nature, with
a limited experience of life, and none
of society ;

but her artless character
combines a pleasure of noble princi-
ple, womanly devotion, and high-
souled conduct, which is rarely found

among the fruits of the choicest cul-
ture.' New York Tribune.

FROM JEST TO EARNEST. " His
plots are never commonplace. The
change in Lottie's character is well

delineated, and with a naturalness
and artistic skill which we dp not
often find in the so-called religious
novels." Harper's Magazine.
A DAY OK FATE." It is a love

story, pure and simple, of the type
that belongs to no age or clime or

school, because it is the story of the
love that has been common to hu-

manity, wherever it has been lifted

above the level of the brutes." New
York Observer.
BARRIERS BURNED AWAY. "We

accord a hearty commendation to this
work. The narrative is vigorous,
often intense, but rarely if ever melo-
dramatic. Its language is usually no
less chaste than forcible and impres-
sive. It betrays a power of inven-
tion and description which is not met
with every day in the best of writers
of popular fiction." DR. RIPLEY, in
the Aew York Tribune.
OPENING A CHESTNUT BURR. " The

character of the selfish, morbid, cyni-
cal hero, and his gradual transforma-
tion under the influence of the sweet
and high-spirited heroine, are por-
trayed with a masculine firmness
which is near akin to power, and
some of the conversations are ani-
mated and admirable." A tlantic

Monthly.
A FACE ILLUMINED. " The author

does not, as is often the case, make
the moral design an excuse for liter-

ary shortcomings. His characters
are stamped with a strong individ-

uality, and depicted with a natural-
ness that indicates a keen student of
human nature and modern life."

Boston Traveler.
His SOMBRE RIVALS." A strong

story. A study of love and of war
;

a tale of army service during the

Rebellion, and of the home life that
waited so anxiously on it. It is a

study, too, of love and suffering,
and an argument against atheism,
but not a controversial one-- the story
itself is the argument." Philadelphia
Inquirer.}

Rossetti (Dante Gabriel). The
Blessed Damozel, with illus-

trations by KENYON Cox. Large
Quarto.

Satterlee (Walter). Cradle

Songs of Many Nations, by
R. L. HERMAN and WALTER
SATTERLEE.

A collection of Cradle Songs, in

nearly every instance never before

published. Over twenty-five na-

tionalites are represented. Among
them, Russian, Swedish, Danish,

French, Spanish, Zulu, Malabar,

Japanese, Chinese, Italian, Lan-

guedoc, Greek, Latin, English,
North American Indian, etc., etc.

The whole making an entirely

unique collection. Illustrated in

ten colors, by WALTER SATTER-
LEE. Cloth, $2.50.

[" It is in every respect a charming,
beautiful, delightful work, and for

any and every house that has a baby,
or in which babies and baby ways are
loved and sung, this is the book of
all others which we have ever seen in
its line." Iowa State Register.}

Schaff (Philip, D.D.). Har-

mony of the Reformed Con-

fessions, as related to the pres-
ent state of Evangelical Theol-

ogy. I2mo, cloth, 60 cents.

Seely (Howard). A Ranch-
man's Stories. i6mo, cloth,

$1.00.

[" These phases of life in Texas, at
the ranch and on the round-up have
all the vigor of truth, the sparkle of

youth, and the charm of novelty to
commend them. They are all char-
acterized by a Western flavor and
idiom which marks them as unmis-

takably genuine." New Haven Pal-
ladium.]

Seelye (Julius H., D.D.), Presi-

dent of Amherst College.
Christian Missions. Lectures
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS, continued

delivered at Yale Theological
Seminary. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

["Covering the whole missionary
field of discussion, the wants of the
unchristian world, the failure of
modern civilization to improve the

world, the adequacy of the Gospel,
the error of the millenarian theory,
the true method of missions, motives
to a higher consecration to missionary
work, and the resurrection of Christ
the justification of missions." Ziori's

Herald.}

Sheridan (Richard Brinsley).
The Dramatic Works of.

A new edition printed from type,
and limited to 350 copies, on

Japan and Holland paper. 3
vols. Sets on Holland paper,
$15.00. A few sets only, on
Holland paper, can be furnished.

[" It is printed from type by the
house of De Vinne & Co., which is

well-known for the affectionate care
bestowed by it upon the finer and
more costly class of work, and the

impression is limited to thirty copies
on Japan paper and three hundred
and eighteen on Holland paper. It

may, therefore, be called an edition
of luxury, and indeed by the beauty
of the page, the perfection of the

press work, the excellence of the

paper, and the severe style of the

plain binding, it is entitled to the re-

spectful consideration of the serious
collector. Mr. White reviews the
career of the author with vivacity
and acuteness, and whatever else

may be said of his introduction every-
body will call it interesting." New
York Tribune.}

Simmons (Charles). The
Scripture Manual Alpha-
betically and systematically ar-

ranged. Designed to facilitate

the finding of proof texts. I2mo,
cloth, $1.75.

Simms (William Gilmore).

Cassique of Kiawah. A Co-

lonial Romance. $1.00.

Sprague (Isaac). Wild Flow-

SPRAGUE (!SAAC), WORKS, continued

ers of America. With many
colored plates. Now completed
in 25 parts at $1.50 per part.
Bound in one volume, cloth,

$40.00. Half morocco, gilt

edges, $45.00.

Storrs (Richard S., D.D.). Con-
ditions of Success in Preach-

ing Without Notes. Three
lectures delivered before the

Students of the Union Theolog-
ical Seminary, New York. I2mo,
cloth, $1.00.
[" This is the most valuable book

that can be placed in the hands of a

young man entering the ministry. In
the first lecture the author gives a

very interesting account of his own
experience in the delivery of written
and unwritten sermons. In the second
he points out the specific conditions
of success, especially those that are

physical and mental, and in the third

lecture those that are moral and
scriptural." United Brethren Tri-

bune^

Stoughton(John, D.D.). Dai,

Prayer Book. For the use 01

families, with additional prayers
for special occasions. Edited

by JOHN STOUGHTON, D.D.
1 2mo, beveled boards, red

edges, $1.50.

Stretton (Hesba).
Eede'a Charity. i2mo, cloth, $1.00.

David Lloyd's Last Will, xa

cloth, $1.00.

Hester Morley's Promise. iamo,
cloth, $1.00.

The King's Servants. i6mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Lost Gip and Michael Lorio's
Cross. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

Cassy. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

Max Kromer. A Story of the Siege
of Strasburg. i6mo, cloth, $0.75.

Nelly's Dark Days. i6mo, cloth,

$0.75.

The Wonderful Life. A Life of

Christ for Young and Unlearned
Readers. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.
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STRETTON (HESBA), WORKS, continued

Brought Home. A powerful Tem-
perance story. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

The Crew of the Dolphin. i6mo,
cloth, 1.00.

Through a Needle's Eye. izmo,
cloth, $1.00.

In Prison and Out. i2mo, cloth,
$1.00.

Cobwebs and Cables, izmo, $i.

Carola. i6mo, cloth, $1.00.

[The author is one of the most
finished of contemporary English
writers, and brings to religious fiction

a literary ability which would win a
gertuine success in more crowded
fields.
" A book really great, and to those

who have a relish for truth, in life

and art,
' Bede's Charity

'
will be

exceptionally welcome." Evening
Mail.
" ' Hester Morley's Promise '

is the

history of a young girl's life, and a

promise she fulfilled after her mother's
death. It is one of the freshest and
healthiest stories of domestic life we
have had the pleasure of reading for

>. long time. There is a charming
athos pervading the volume, and at

..ie same time the characters are

natural, easy, and graceful, and the
book is delightfully entertaining."
Philadelphia Item.
" Of stories with a purpose, the year

has produced none written with more
power than Hesba Stretton's

' In
Prison and Out.' This story is, per-
haps, a trifle sombre, but in its pa-
thetic pages there are pictures of

prison life which are drawn with
great strength. The book is of ab-

sorbing interest." Evening Mail." All honor to any writer who tries

to raise men nearer to God, who en-
deavors to help men to resist tempta-
tion and urge them to feel and act

kindly toward their fellow men.
Hesba Stretton's works have that

> tendency. We have read many of
her stories, and testify that her
readers cannot fail to be impressed
with the beauty of purity of life, and
with the duty of practical benevolence
as incumbent upon Christians."

Jewish A dvocate.\ .

Strong (Hon. Wm., LL.D.).

Justice Supreme Court, U. S.

The Relations of Civil Law
to Ecclesiastical Polity,

Property, and Discipline.
I2mo, cloth, $1.25.

Stuart (Esme). The Little

Brown Girl. i6mo, cloth,

Sunlight through the Mist.
Lessons from the Lives of Great
and Good Men. l6mo, cloth,

$0.75.

Tales from Many Sources.
A series each volume of which
consists of seven or eight stories

by the best modern foreign au-

thors. In I2mo volumes, cloth,

75 cents. Paper, 25 cents.

Vol. I.

The Three Strangers, by THOMAS
HARDY.

The Black Poodle, by F. ANSTEY.

Lord Richard and I, by JULIAN S.

STURGIS.

The Pavilion on the Links. R.
L. STEVENSON.

The Hermit of St. Eugene, by W.
E. NORRIS.

Mattie : The Story of an Evening.
From Blackwood's Magazine.

Vol. II.

My Paris Masters, by the author
of "Reata."

Mouflou, by OUIDA.

Beauchamp & Co., by MRS. HER-
BERT MARTIN.

The Knightsbridge Mystery,
by CHARLES READE.

Archdeacon Holden's Tribula-
tions. From the Cornhill Maga-
zine.

Michael Lorio's Cross, by HESBA
STRETTON.

lu Durance Vile, by the Duchess.

Vol. III.

The Professor and the Harpy.
From the Cornhill.
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TALES FROM MANY SOURCES, confd

The Marquis Jeanne Hyacinth
de St. Pelaye. by author of
"
John Inglesant.

The Rock Scorpions. From the
Cornhill.

Q,ueen Tita's "Wager, by WILLIAM
BLACK.

Xing: Pepin and Sweet Clive.
From the Cornhill.

A Film of Gossamer, by E. M.
CLERKE.

The Lay Figure. From the Corn-
hill.

The Count of Hochemont. From
Temple Bar.

Vol. IV.

The TenYears' Tenant, by WAL-
TER BESANT and JAMES RICE.

Truth Triumphant, by MARGARET
HUNT.

Bones, by A. CONAN DOYLE.

TWO Plots, by FlNDLEY MUIRHEAD.

She Loves and Lies, by WILKIE
COLLINS.

The Siegre of Berlin. From the
French of Daudet.

Patient Kitty, by JAMES PAYN.

Vol. V.

Lob-Lie-by-the-Fire, by MRS.
EWING.

Wild Jack. From Temple Bar.

Virginia, by MRS. FORRESTER.

Mr. Josiah Smith's Balloon
Voyage. From Belgravia.

Number 7639, by MARY FRANCES
PEARD.

Qoneril, by A. MARY F. ROBINSON.

Out pf Season. From Temple Bar.

Vol. VI.

Uncle George's Will. From
Temple Bar.

Fleur de Lys, by E. C. GRENVILLE
MURRAY.

Emilia. An Episode, by E. C.
POYNTER.

Why Q.uedtrling'ton was Sent
Down, byj. STANLEY.

Au Pair. From Temple Bar,

TALES FROM MANY SOURCES, confd

My First Client, by HUGH CON-
WAY.

Gracie, by LADY LINBSAY of Bal-
carres.

Towner (Ausburn). After

Long Years. A Story of the

Early Days of the Republic.
I2tno, cloth, $1.00.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser). Mar-
garet. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.

["Margaret is the story of 'one
who stood and waited.' With no in-

tricacies of plot nor attempt at fine

writing, it charms by its simplicity
and purity of style, not less than bi

the beauty of the life which it deline-
ates." Advance, Chicago.]

Van Oosterzee (J. J., D.D.)
The Theology of the New
Testament. A Hand-book
for Bible Students. Translated

by MAURICE J. EVANS. i2mo
cloth, $1.50.
[An admirable manual for students

of the New Testament. It deals
with questions which natural!^ re-
sult from critical and sincere inr liry

systematizes the truths of the Go oels

and develops a beautiful hai ony
between the theology of Jesus < arist

and his Apostles, without negk ting-

to exhibit that diversity and br-, adtr
which distinguishes the Gospel from
every other form of religion.]

Vincent (Marvin R., D.D.).

God and Bread, with other
Sermons. i2mo, cloth, $2.50.

Weitbrecht (Mary). Miracles
Of Faith.

t

A Sketch of the

Life of Beate Paulus. With an
Introduction by CHARLES S.

ROBINSON, D.D. i8mo, cloth,

75 cents.

[" This story," says Dr. Robinson,"
brings before us one of those at-

tractive and beautiful characters we
sometimes meet with in real life-

faithful Christian woman whose entire

existence seemed to be lost in the will

and wisdom of God."]
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Werner (E.). Vineta, a Novel
from the German of. I2mo,
cloth, fi.oo.

Whately (Mary L.X Letters

from Egypt. i6mo, cloth, il-

lustrated, 75 cents.

[" 'Letters from Egypt,' by Miss
Mary L. Whately, of Egypt, com-

prises letters written from Egypt to

""ngland and afterward printed in

fa manner. The book conveys more

Cresting information concerning
ajT^eople of Egypt and their habits

nth jl'efs than can be found in any
j"

c
P ei

Y>ok of the size. Miss Whate-

vaJi r"k
'n Egypt has been of great

conf '

C '

l
.

nat counti"y, and she still

Cair i
es *n c^ar&e ^ ^er sch00! iQ

^Jfat We Believe. A Cate-

p"
lsir

i in the words of Scripture.

~^'' :, 3 cents.

-ms (Monier), Professor

anscrit in the East India

i

"
;ge.

? .tala;
fc

.

or, the Lost
From the Sanscrit of

j?

1
.

1

\ dasa. Limited large paper
on of about 100 copies on

*-P ' .n paper, with head-pieces
od borders in color.

,ibi -

ary edition, I2mo, cloth.

[Se' /eral editions of this great
ndiai / r ^rama have appeared abroad.

llb
is, we think, the first attempt

.o bring ,. jt to the notice of American
eader? . The ^st evidence of its

lPPn%ciation by scholars is perhaps
show n jn Goethe's lines :

fi ou |(j' st thou the young year's blos-
so! -us antj the fruits of its decline,

id a
,] by which the soul is charmed,

^iraptured, feasted, fed?
r< md'st thou the earth and heaven

itself in one sole name combine ?

name thee, O Sakoontala ! and all at
once is said."

tfoftman (Prof. Alfred), and
DR. KARL WOERMAN.

History of Painting. Ancient,

Early Christian and Mediaeval.

HISTORY OF PAINTING, continued.

From the German of Prof. Al-
fred Woltman and Dr. Karl
Woerman. Translated and ed-

ited by PROF. SIDNEY COLVIN,
of Cambridge University. One
large 8vo. Numerous illustra-

tions.

Cloth $ 7.50'
Half morocco 10. 50
Half levant 12.50

A History of Modern Paint-

ing, by the same authors, cov-

ering the period of The Renais-
sance. 8vo, uniform with vol.

ist. Profusely illustrated.

Price :

Cloth $12.50
Half morocco 15.50
Halflevant , I7-5O

["The work is a great treatise,
broad as art itself in scope, scrupu-
lously faithful in treatment, and
founded upon scholarship the pro-
foundest and most admirably bal-
anced." TV. Y. Evening Post.
The amazing industry and learning

of Professor Woltman is all his own
so is his fidelity to history as well
as his painstaking conscientiousness.
All this combined makes Woltman's
work the best manual and the best
reference book on the history of

Painting to be found in the English
language.]

Worboise (Mrs. Emma J.).

The Lillingstones of Lil-

lingstone. A new edition.

I2mo, cloth, $1.00.
[" This is the

story
of the life and

trials of an English family, which,
losing its head and its heritage, for a
time, worked its way back to Lilling-
stone. It is the story of a brave
struggle and a final victory. The
characters are well drawn and well
sustained .

' ' India napolis News^\

Yates (Edmund). Broken to
Harness. A Novel. i2mo,
cloth, $1.00.

Running the Gauntlet. A
Novel. I2mo, cloth, $1.00.
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The International Cyclopedia,
FIFTEEN ROYAL OCTAVO VOLUMES.

Noted for Comprehensiveness. Lateness, Cheapness.

SOLD ONLY BY SUBSCRIPTION.

King among books is a

Cyclopedia. What is the

argument in favor of buy-
ing ? It is the high argu-
ment of reason and common
sense, and is three-cornered.

first, and least, is its con-
venience. You can't take
time to run to a library
whenever you want a little

out-of-the-way information.

Keep a well-filled store of
it in your own house. It

would take all the text-

books in a school to answer
the questions that a single

good Cyclopedia will an-

swer. Second. It is a great
commercial arbitrator. A
lawyer recently won an im-

portant case by bringing
his Cyclopedia into court.

ItIt was a good witness

spoke with authority
men that write a CyclcV

eC~

are the same that writ- 1

lawyers' books, and thf-P"^"
sicians' books, and al'v

t

great works that h,

voice. Its great reah

knowledge can be plou ,"
and cropped. Buy it, t *

it's business. Third. ^
a great educator. Buy if/

the children, and let"

grow up on it. Buy itl?

then let them ask all t

questions they want
will answer them all. ( -hil

dren grow tall that art.
'

on knowledge, and thc^
hor-

izon widens as we u:-P

King among books

Cyclopedia.

This noble -work is sold on the plan of easy monthly payments, ai

following prices:

Cloth, plain per vol., $3.00; per set, 15 vols, $45. (

Library leather
" "

4.00 ;

" 6o.c

Half morocco, darker red. .
" "

5.00 ;

" " " "
75-

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, Publishers, 755 Broadway, New York.
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